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The two people you are about to meet actually exist, so it is imperative for the 
sake of their privacy, and for the likelihood of having a libel suit filed against me 
in a court of law, that I refrain from using ther real names. One I should like to 
call Alpha, the other, Omega. My reason for choosing the first and the last letter of 
the Greek alphabet has nothing to do with the fact that their story is a great 
tragedy reminiscent of those written in ancient Greece. It has to do with Alpha and 
Omega respectively representing the beginning and the end, for their story is 
symbolic of both birth and death the ultimate beginning and the inevitable end of 
all life. 

From it's painful start to it's bitter conclusion their brief union was an unhappy 
one. A bittersweet romance, without the sweetness and without the romance. A 
love story, without the love. A marriage without the vows. A honeymoon, if you 
will, without the honey, and without the moon. "If there had been a wedding with 
a cake," Alpha had once quipped, "it would have been be one without any icing!" 
Now, I can tell you that after years of loneliness, rejection, heartache, 
disappointment, more rejection, more heartache, and more disappointment, Alpha 
will be diagnosed with an incurable disease and will die at the age of thirty five in 
a dingy motel room. With the rain streaming down the dirty window of the motel 
room, and pounding upon the pavement of the parking lot outside, Alpha's life 
will come to a tragic end from a deliberate overdose of phenobarbital. 

Alpha has, in fact, already checked into the Heart-to-Heart motel, which is on 
the outskirts of the small town where Omega lives. But, again, to protect their 
privacy, Iam obliged to withhold the actual name of the town, for it's residents 
would be sure to recognize our protagonists, since circumstances surrounding 
Alpha's suicide invoked the compassion of the entire townspeople. On a whim, 
and in accordance with their story, I will call the town Loveville. I can tell you 
that Loveville has a population of approximately five thousand people and it is 
situated somewhere in the United States of America. 

It was only one year after being diagnosed with a terminal illness when Alpha 
checked into the Heart-to-Heart motel, having just returned by bus to Loveville. In 
a great deal of pain the trip became almost unbearable. The bus was crowded and 
uncomfortable, and no cheaper than flying, but Alpha wanted to see America one 
last time. Alpha was able to withstand the intense physical pain, for however 
excruciating it often was it was nothing compared to the emotional pain that 
Alpha had endured for the past fifteen years. Is there anything more painful than 
being separated from your true love? Alpha certainly does not think so, nor does 
Omega for that matter. 

For a short period of time, twenty six hours to be exact, Alpha and Omega had 
been lovers, though not in the true sense of the word, for they had never actually 
touched each other physically. They had been ill-fated, star-crossed, lovers. 
Lovers, that providence had prevented at the time from being together. Lovers, 
that had been too fearful to embrace. Lovers, that had never been able to 
consummate their feelings for each other. Lovers, that had communicated their 


intense desire for each other with only their eyes. Lovers, that circumstances had 
kept apart. Lovers, that had never dared to display their affection for each other. 
Alas, they were lovers that had never made love. Was it possible that they were 
soul-mates who had decided in the hereafter to be separated shortly after meeting 
here on earth as some sort of karmic punishment? Alpha and Omega believed it 
was so, for like a pair of siamese twins whose hearts were joined and then 
surgically separated after birth, Alpha and Omega felt that they had been operated 
on by some type of intangible scalpel held by some omniscient hand and were 
predestined to live their lives apart. Unlike a surgical operation performed here on 
earth, the open wounds on the heart's of Alpha and Omega had never healed 
properly. Scar tissue, which took on the shape of cynicism, formed after years of 
what felt to them like a festering infection. Still, had they followed their feelin gs 
fifteen years ago, which beseeched them to become lovers, they would have been 
sentenced to face not only the scorn of their respective families, but quite possibly 
at the time the wrath of the entire town. It is almost certain that they would have 
been shunned by the society that they had lived in. Why such animosity might 
have been their lot to endure is unknown. They could have been black and white 
living in the south, as so many people even in the present day wrongfully belief 
that races should not mix. They could have been two men living in the midwest, 
and it hardly needs to be stated here societies few on same sex relationships. The 
same holds true if Alpha and Omega were two woman living in the Bible belt and 
I'm not saying they weren't. Still, they could just as easily be a man and a woman 
with different backgrounds. One of them could have been rich and the other poor. 
One of them could have been Jewish and the other Catholic. Alpha and Omega 
could be one, or acombination, of any of the above, but throughout the rest of this 
novel I will never say for sure, since their race, their religion, their creed, the 
colour of their skin, their backgrounds, their gender, do not matter. All that is 
important is the infinite love that they felt for each other, and the fact that Alpha 
has returned to the town of Loveville. It was springtime when they met, but it is 
fall, fifteen years after their first heart-rending encounter, when Alpha and Omega 
make haste to be reunited. Regrettably, though, only destiny can determine if 
Alpha and Omega are permitted to see each other again. 
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"Time stood still" is a cliche that is commonly used to describe any 
overwhelming sensation, and so it was when Alpha and Omega met for the first 
time, at least in this life, and since I was not witness to any possible past lives they 
might have shared I cannot relate to you readers any events that may have 
transpired in previous incarnations. Nor could I do so with a clear conscience, 
since I can not claim to believe in reincarnation, but what I believe or do not 


believe is of no significance. I am nothing more than a narrator. Nor does it matter 
what you the reader might belief or disbelief, so much as it matters what Alpha 
and Omega believe. They are both convinced that they have known each other 
before in former existences. "I let my soul-mate slip through my fingers," Alpha 
has often lamented aloud during the course of their separation. 

The theory of reincarnation, so popular in the latter part of the twentieth 
century throughout the western world and prevalent in the east since long before 
the birth of Christ, is based on the belief that our souls keep coming back in a new 
body. The laws of karma say that we are reborn to live life over and over again 
until we learn our lessons. Even a skeptic like myself must admit that there was 
something mystical about their meeting fifteen years ago. Atop of it being the 
most ardent encounter ever felt by the two people in question, it had an aura of it's 
having been predisposed. It was as if everything prior to their meeting, at least in 
this present life, had been leading up to the event, and everything after their 
meeting was anticlimactic. It would be simplistic for me to say that their lives 
changed. Their lives were irrevocably transformed forevermore and in the most 
negative manner imaginable, which is just part of the reason why I believe an 
account of their lives is requisite reading for everyone the world over who wants 
to avoid suffering the same fate of having their soul-mate slip through their 
fingers as it were. 

Like many other couples who have met their mate, Alpha and Omega had been 
casually introduced by a third party. Upon shaking hands, for what I can only 
profess to being the first time, Alpha and Omega were instantly attracted to one 
another. Although both of their outward appearances were part of their mutual 
allurement it was not purely a physical attraction. "Oh, if only it were just 
physical. We could have fucked and we could have forgotten each other the 
following day," Alpha has often complained, and sometimes even more obscenely 
so. Upon making eye contact for the first time, which was just prior to their 
shaking hands, a myriad of passions instantly arose in them both that had never 
been experienced by either before. Almost immediately they both felt a deep 
abiding love that with each passing day, even against their will, grew deeper still. 

The third party previously mentioned, who was responsible for introducing 
Alpha and Omega, was a mutual acquaintance that was taking the same six week 
course at Loveville's small community college. It was a six week seminar in the 
study of Eastern religions, namely Hinduism and Buddhism. Reincarnation, 
karma, and the recollection of past life experiences, were all part of the subject 
matter being discussed in great detail. Alpha and Omega had both signed up for 
the class as a result of their deep rooted interest, which was just one of the many 
things they had in common. The class schedule consisted of a two hour class twice 
a week for six weeks. It so happened that Alpha and Omega were seated next to 
each other by what a nonbeliever like myself would call coincidence, but to Alpha 
and Omega it was providence, or perhaps their "higher selves" that had designedly 
seated them side by side. The third party referred to, a character I will call, Rick, 
for no particular reason, was seated directly behind our two protagonists, and just 
before class began he introduced them by saying, "Hey, Alpha, this is Omega." As 


I said before, they were seated beside each other, for Alpha had been the last to 
arrive in class and the only unoccupied desk with chair was next to Omega. The 
unwittingly ill-fated lovers shook hands for far longer than etiquette required, but 
not long enough for anyone watching, like Rick, to say they were hand holding. It 
was during that first and only touching of their fleshly bodies that something 
awoke in them both. Something spiritual that said, "Even though we've just met I 
feel as though I have loved you all of my life." Right away Alpha learned that 
Omega had just recently moved to Loveville. There was only one highschool in 
town, and since they were the same age they undoubtedly would have met before 
had Omega been born and raised in the area. "My father got transferred here last 
summer. He works for an insurance company," Omega explained just as the 
instructor came into the class. He was a psychology professor who had educated 
himself in all matters of the occult. 

"Hello everyone. My name is Larry Goodman. For the next six weeks Iam 
going to be your guru. To begin with can anyone tell me what a guru is?" 

"In the East it's a spiritual leader or guide." 

"Very good, and your name is?" 

"Alpha." 

"Now how many of you know what karma is?" professor Goodman asked. 

Alpha's hand was the only one raised. 

"Alpha?" 

"It's the theory that for every action there is a reaction." 

"That's entirely correct, but somewhat incomplete. To be more explicit karma 
is the totality of a person's actions in any one of the successive states of his or her 
existence, thought of as determining his or her fate in the next. Now can anyone 
tell me anything about reincarnation?" 

Again, Alpha's arm was raised. "It's the rebirth of the soul in successive 
bodies," answered Alpha. 

"Very good, that's exactly right," professor Goodman replied. 

For the following six weeks Alpha and Omega guiltily stole sideways glances 
at each other. Sometimes the classroom seemed stifling and hot from the sheer 
intensity of their attraction. Sometimes it felt like the entire class was watching 
them and knew of their feelings. Oftentimes it felt like they were the only two 
people in the classroom, the only two souls adrift in a dark and endless universe. 
And then there were times when it seemed like everything that professor 
Goodman spoke of in regards to reincarnation was being said directly to them by 
their own personal guru, for although Alpha and Omega had never said more than 
a few words to each other they felt like they had known each other for all of 
eternity. It was impossible for either party to have foreseen their falling in love, 
and it was because of this unexpected emotional rash, which no ointment on earth 
could get rid of, that for several classes they tried to ignore each other. Their 
feigned indifference did not last long, however, for both Alpha and Omega, albeit 
individually so, came to the same undeniable conclusion. Their feelings were not 
something that could not be ignored. Regrettably, though, their feelings for each 
other could be repressed and they were to a disastrous degree. 


The devastating outcome of their having restrained themselves was that as 
soon as Professor Goodman's class was completed, Alpha, crushed, confused, 
disillusioned, heartbroken, full of despair, and outrage, fled from Loveville at the 
age of twenty consumed by what would become a lifelong sense of bitterness and 
resentment. Probably the most important factor in Alpha's having left so suddenly 
was the fact that Omega was engaged to me married to another at the time. And 
then as though deliberately sealing their unfortunate fate Omega delivered the 
fatal blow to their unhappiness by going ahead with the wedding as planned, but 
not without pledging, "I will never forget about Alpha, my true love." 
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It was the night of Alpha and Omega's last class together, and although they 
had rarely been given even an opportunity to speak with each other, they were 
both dreading the possibility of never seeing each again. It so happened, however, 
that Rick, entirely unaware of their mutual attraction, casually invited them out for 
a drink after class to celebrate their all having completed the course. They both 
agreed to go, and after professor Goodman said a lengthy good-bye to his 
students, Alpha, Omega, and Rick went to a nearby bar. It was "alternative night," 
so the music was made up of bands like the defunct Nirvana, Ministry, Smashing 
Pumpkins, and Porno For Pyros, a group that was previously called Jane's 
Addiction. The music had nearly everyone dancing, including the disc jockey. 

"Do you two buy all that crap about reincarnation?" Rick yelled over the loud 
pounding music. He had picked a spot in the crowded bar close to a speaker. 
Alpha and Omega had both frowned inwardly, for they were hoping for a chance 
to talk. A quiet, romantic, remote, and candle-lit, corner of the world would have 
suited their rendezvousing needs much better. 

Alpha waited for Omega to answer first. "I do," Omega shouted. "It makes a lot 
of sense to me." 

"What about you, Alpha?" 

"I do too. Since I was a child I can remember feeling like I have lived before." 

"You must be more enlightened than me," Rick replied. 

"Why did you take the course if you don't believe?" Alpha asked. 

"I was curious and I thought maybe the teacher could convince me. I'm always 
searching for some type of religion. But, I don't see the point in being reincarnated 
over and over again if you aren't able to remember your past lives?" 

"What? I can't hear you," Alpha yelled. 

Rick raised his voice. "I said what's the point of being reincarnated if you can't 
remember your past lives? I mean what difference does it make if I have to pay 
later for what I do now if I can't remember it in a future life?" 

"You didn't do your homework," Alpha shouted. "It makes a great deal of 
difference. Wouldn't a person suffering in their present life give anything to be 


able to change the past that caused such misery? Of course they would." 

"Yeah, I suppose," Rick loudly replied. 

"As soon as a person begins believing in successive lives and in the laws of 
karma they realize the importance of not creating more bad karma. Reincarnation 
and karma fully explain the reason for the differences between the sighted and the 
blind, the happy and the unhappy, the healthy and the unhealthy, the rich and the 
poor, the fulfilled and the lonely." 

"How's that?" Rick asked. 

"Well, supposing there is only one life or existence how can you explain such 
unfair and harsh judgement from a deity that is supposedly benign?" Alpha asked. 

"You're right that does explain the difference between people's lots in life, but I 
still have my doubts. For one thing I don't believe that a human can transmigrate 
into an insect." 

"Neither do I," Alpha replied. "We stay in the same form. Think of 
reincarnation like school. If you fail one grade the teacher, or your higher self, 
doesn't put you back several grades, you just stay where you are until you learn 
your lessons." 

"I never looked at it like that. I guess I'm just not very enlightened. I remember 
professor Goodman telling us that lovers are sometimes the most enlightened 
people, so I guess that's why I'm not." Rick laughed. "Until now, though, I always 
considered myself lucky to have never been in love." 

Alpha and Omega both glanced at each other for a brief moment, and then fear 
of being found out caused them both to avert their longing gazes. After taking a 
drink, Alpha was composed enough to make the following comment. "Well, it's 
been said that lovers may lament more than most amidst their mutual karma, but 
we, I mean they, also experience much higher levels of joy and ecstasy. Lovers are 
blessed, because they get glimpses at the relationships they have shared in 
previous incarnations. Passionately loving someone makes it more possible for a 
person to tune into their higher self even if it's only for a fleeting moment. A 
feeling of deja vu experienced while staring deeply into each other's eyes is very 
common, because the eyes are the windows of the soul." Again, Alpha and Omega 
were irresistibly drawn to look into each other's eyes. This time, though, their 
eye's held fast for several seconds in a rapturous stare that was enthralling for 
them both, but once again they were obliged to look away before it became 
obvious. 

"You certainly did your homework," Rick announced. 

"Not really. Like I said I've always been fascinated by reincarnation," Alpha 
replied. 

"You're very enlightened. Are you in love?" Rick asked, for he was entirely 
innocent to what was happening right before him. 

Alpha smiled and pretended not to have heard Rick's remark, while Omega 
laughed nervously. Finally, they both tumed their heads in opposite directions. 
"You both ready for another drink?" Rick yelled. 

"Sure," Alpha said. Omega nodded. Rick left them at the table and went to the 
bar to buy another round of drinks. It was the first time that they had been alone 


together, and it was then that Omega spoke, but in doing so Alpha's dream about 
them spending the rest of their lives together was destroyed. Alpha was expecting 
Omega to say something like what Alpha was on the verge of saying. "At last we 
are alone, my love. Let's leave this town together. We'll go away and live in 
eternal bliss." Instead, Omega said, "I'm getting married next month." 

"I already know," Alpha replied coldly, and it was true that Alpha had known 
for several weeks about the upcoming wedding, but that did not stop Alpha from 
hoping that Omega would not marry. Hearing the words from Omega's own 
mouth, however, put an abrupt end to any fantasies Alpha had about them being 
together. Suddenly, it seemed as though the music had been deliberately brought 
to a halt just to heighten the horrible moment. Furthermore, it seemed to Alpha, 
that the lights had been dimmed to such a degree that the bar was encompassed in 
complete darkness. Alone now, and groping about in a black and boundless 
universe, Alpha wanted to scream out in protest against the silence, the darkness, 
and the suffering that could be foreseen, "Don't get married, I love you," but 
Alpha was afraid to profess so loudly until long after the fact when it would be too 
late, and then "I let my soul-mate slip through my fingers" was all that Alpha 
could say. 

"How?" Omega was asking. 

"How what?" Alpha asked dazedly. 

"How did you know I was getting married?" 

"It's a small town," Alpha replied. "You can't fart without it becoming a 
headline on the front page of the Loveville Chronicle." 

Omega laughed and then they were both silent. Having never talked to each 
other about their attraction for one another, even though they were both positive 
that the other felt the same, made it very difficult for either one of them to express 
their feelings at the time. This was the first occasion they had ever seen each other 
outside of class, so even though there were many things they both wanted to say, 
neither of them could bring themselves to utter a word. Then just as Omega was 
on the verge of saying something, Rick returned with their drinks. "I ordered 
doubles. You both seem so edgy I thought you could use them." 

Alpha finished the drink before either Rick or Omega were done half of theirs. 
"I have to go home," Alpha announced in a manner that was meant to be aloof. 

"Hey, what the hell's your hurry?" Rick asked good- naturedly, for that was 
generally his overall disposition. 

"I have to start packing?" Alpha replied without looking at Omega. Instead, 
Alpha leaned over and looked directly at Rick's watch, but actually failed to 
register the time. If Omega had happened to ask what time it was Alpha would 
have been unable to answer even within the hour. Alpha's mind was a whirlwind 
of illuminating revelations, at whatever time it was, and each earth shattering 
revelation came crashing into Alpha's consciousness very much like a meteor 
entering the earth's atmosphere. 

"Is your family going on vacation?" Omega asked, while trying not to look 
alarmed. 

"Ah, no," Alpha replied with a combination of evasiveness and 


absentmindedness. 

"Then where are you going?" Omega persisted. 

"I'm not sure yet. I just know that I'm leaving Loveville." 

"For good?" Rick asked. 

"Forever, I hope." 

"But you don't know where to?" Rick asked. 

"I haven't decided yet. It doesn't really matter." 

"When?" Omega asked. 

"As soon as I can, and... Good-bye," Alpha said nervously, giving neither Rick 
nor Omega time to reply. No sooner was Alpha outside the bar when the first of 
the many tears that would be shed over the next fifteen years arose in Alpha's 
eyes. Are there any tears more bitter than the tears shed over the loss of your true 
love? Alpha did not think so, and neither did Omega, who not long after Alpha 
left, hid and wept in one of the washrooms of the bar, but as previously pointed 
out I am prevented from saying precisely which one. Alpha walked home and 
wept all the way. A strong overpowering desire to be disassociated with every 
everything familiar, along with the need to flee from the present as quickly as 
possible so as to make it the past, urged Alpha onward. After packing a small 
suitcase, Alpha checked into the Heart-to-Heart motel that same evening. Alpha's 
parents were asleep at the time of Alpha's departure. They were not told until two 
days later where Alpha had gone. After only a few fitful hours of sleep the pillows 
on the motel room bed were tear stained in the morning when Alpha awoke with 
an overwhelming sense of despair. After a cold shower, and after drinking several 
cups of coffee at the bus depot, Alpha, despondently got on a Greyhound bus and 
said "Good-bye" to Loveville. Ever since graduating from highschool two years 
ago, Alpha had been thinking about leaving Loveville, so it was not entirely 
because of Omega that Alpha was presently on a bus. Omega was certainly the 
cause, though, behind Alpha's decision to leave so abruptly. And without casting 
blame it could also be said that Omega was responsible too for turning Loveville 
into a place that would always be a painful reminder to Alpha of a lost love. In 
fact, for many years Alpha would often recall the way the ticket agent at the bus 
terminal had asked, "Did you want a return?" Alpha had laughed derisively, and 
then before buying a one way ticket to Los Angeles had bitterly replied, "Not in 
this life!" 


4 
Upon arriving in Los Angeles fifteen years ago with no definite plans, Alpha's 
only intent had been to forget about Omega and to get lost in the largeness of Los 
Angeles. Unlike so many people who migrate to California with the hopes of 
becoming Hollywood's newest star, Alpha was plagued by no grandiose dreams 
about becoming anything great or legendary. "It just sort of happened," Alpha 
would always say whenever a reporter asked, "How did you become a movie 


star?" 

"I had only been in L.A. for a couple of months. I had just gotten a job waiting 
on tables in a restaurant at the time. I happened to meet a casting agent who 
thought I would be perfect for a small part in a picture he was casting. And then 
the director, even though I had no experience, liked me enough to take a chance. I 
had never been interested in an acting career, but before I knew what had 
happened I was nominated for an Academy Award and won. After that I was 
offered the lead in another film, and..." 

"And the rest is history," the reporter replied. 

"If you say so," Alpha said, for fame and money had not altered Alpha's 
character any. Alpha was grateful for the success, but since stardom was not 
something Alpha had been seeking it did not make as great an impression as it 
otherwise might have. As far as Alpha was concerned "Alpha" just went to work 
everyday like everyone else in the world. Granted the pay was higher than in most 
professions, but the spotlight that came with being a public figure was something 
that Alpha shunned continuously. There was hardly another actor or actress in 
Hollywood who steered away from the press with as much passion as Alpha 
always did. During the decade in which Alpha made one film after another only 
two interviews were ever given by the star, and those were during the onset of 
Alpha's acting career when the producers insisted Alpha do so for the sake of 
publicity. After winning a second Academy Award, Alpha was in a powerful 
enough position to decline. Being granted an interview with the two time Oscar 
winning movie star became an unheard event in Hollywood. Nor was Alpha ever 
seen in any of the many Los Angeles locations where the rich and the famous 
could be found. Alpha had always loathed being in the limelight. Even during 
Alpha's adolescent years in Loveville, Alpha had gained a reputation for being "a 
sort of private person" with "a tendency to be aloof," or so several of the tabloid's 
said. For years the only compensation to being famous that Alpha could see, and 
very often enjoyed, was the fact that Omega, no doubt, had heard of Alpha's 
success. 

Alpha's reclusive behavior, or refusal to grant interviews, or to make any type 
of public appearance, was not a detriment per se, for Alpha had earned a 
reputation in the film industry as always being available and for being a 
scrupulous professional. Many people remarked, however, that there was 
something "empty" about Alpha. "Alpha only comes alive in front of the camera," 
others claimed. And then when Alpha was diagnosed with what was being 
referred to all around the world as "a deadly disease," Alpha quit working and 
stopped going out altogether. No one in the movie industry knew that Alpha was 
ill, so everyone assumed that the movie star had left Los Angeles long before 
Alpha actually did. 

If it were not for Alpha's fatal illness, Alpha would never have left Los 
Angeles, would never have returned to the small town of Loveville, and in all 
likelihood would never have considered calling Omega to arrange a meeting. As it 
was Alpha could not comprehend dying without seeing Omega, "my true love," 
one more time. 


"But, Gail, it's been fifteen years," Alpha, still not convinced that it was a good 
idea to go back to Loveville, said. 

"So what? What have you got to lose?" Gail, the nurse that Alpha had hired 
several weeks before, asked. She was a heavyset woman in her early forties, who 
had been chosen by Alpha, from amongst many other applicants, for her friendly 
and forthright personality. She was originally from Jamaica, but for the past 
twelve years she had been working in a Los Angeles' nursing home. 

"My self respect. My pride. My mind," Alpha answered. 

"You're being silly as usual. From everything you've told me you it's sounds 
like Omega was in love you. Just do it. Make the call. Take a chance on true love. 
Go back to Loveville if it will make you feel more at peace. Besides, you've been 
hiding in this house for the past six months. You're making yourself sicker than 
you should be. Many other people who have the same disease manage to live 
healthy lives for far longer. You were only diagnosed a year ago and already 
you're close to death. It's as though you're playing some tragic part. Writing your 
own death scene." 

"I hired you to empty my bed pan, not to chastise me," Alpha replied in a 
humorous tone. 

"I'm just doing my job. You hired me to take care of you. Well, I'm helping to 
mend your broken heart, and the best way to mend a badly broken heart is to 
confront whatever broke it to begin with. Make the call. Follow your broken 
heart." 

Alpha laughed, despite the fact that doing so often resulted in a great deal of 
abdominal pain. "Follow my broken heart?" Alpha repeated. 

"You know what I mean. Trust your higher self," Gail replied, for she was also 
spiritually inclined and sometimes she spent hours talking to Alpha about 
metaphysical matters. "Go see this Omega person," she added. 

"You're right, Gail." 

"Of course I am. Does that mean you'll make the call?" 

"Yes, but you have to leave the room." 

"I'll be downstairs if you need me. Good luck." 

After nervously making the speculative call Alpha hung up the phone and with 
tearful eyes looked out the bedroom window at the lights of Hollywood. Hearing 
Omega's voice had brought back many old memories and had made them fresh, as 
though only fifteen minutes as opposed to fifteen years had passed since their 
short- lived liaison (without any of the zon) in Loveville. For fifteen years Alpha 
had felt the kind of love that an obsessive stalker feels for the object of his or her 
desire, but unlike those dangerous one-sided infatuations that end up resolving 
themselves in a court of law, Alpha's obsessive love was requited, or at least it had 
been. Most assuredly Omega had loved Alpha with the same passion that Alpha 
still felt for Omega, but at the moment there was no way of knowing for sure if 
Omega had broken out in an emotional rash that's sole remedy was Alpha's 
return? 

Just prior to having made the phone call it occurred to Alpha that if they had 
been lovers in the true sense of the word there separation would have been less 


painful. As of recently Alpha was frequently consumed by a feeling of 
incompleteness that came with it's own kind of grief. Maybe if they had made 
love? Maybe if they had known each other intimately? Had gone through the 
motions of a sexual act? Had found out each others faults? Had been kept awake 
night after night by the snoring of their soul-mate? Had awakened to the stench of 
their soul-mate's bad breath? Had watched each other age? Had experienced the 
more displeasing attributes which every person possesses? Had Alpha been 
exposed to any of the above then maybe Omega would seem more ordinary? Yet, 
after knowing each other for only twenty four hours of class and for two hours in a 
bar how could Alpha's mind have conjured up a mundanely image of Omega? In 
total they had spent a mere twenty six hours together. Then a chasm of fifteen 
years separated them. Two hours and a day is decidedly not enough time to 
become dissatisfied with one's soul-mate. They were still on their honeymoon as it 
were, which remained to be a honeymoon lacking in honey and minus a moon. 
Alpha had decided that going back to Loveville in search of a more mundane 
Omega might very well be the medicine needed to mend, what Gail had referred 
to only moments ago as, "a badly broken heart." If Alpha could learn to dislike 
Omega even a little then surely Omega would no longer be such a romantic notion 
in Alpha's mind. And as Gail had pointed out, "What have you got to lose?" 
Nothing, Alpha decided, for as it stood the fifteen year separation had transformed 
Omega into something as intangible and as revered as God, which Alpha realized 
was an irrational way of thinking, but still that did not keep Alpha's mind from 
turning Omega into the perfect mate, or from putting Omega on a pedestal with a 
placard that read "my true eternal love." 

Alpha could not help wondering now, though, only moments after making the 
phone call, if Omega still felt the same? Were they both just as anxious to see 
each other again? Was Omega experiencing the same emotions as Alpha about 
their upcoming meeting? Was Omega just as excited, just as impatient, and just as 
fearful about their forthcoming rendezvous? Was Omega as elated about Alpha 
returning to Loveville as Alpha was to be going? Alpha had not been able to tell, 
for Omega's spouse had been in the room at the time of the phone call. The 
conversation was cut short by Omega, while Alpha, who had been expecting "the 
spouse" to be present, had gone straight to the point. "I'm coming back to 
Loveville. I'll be there Friday. I'm going to be staying at the Heart-to-Heart motel. 
I'll be waiting for you." 

"Well, thank you, but I don't think we need any more magazine subscriptions," 
Omega answered before hanging up the phone. 


5 
Early Friday morning, as fate would have it, in a town not far from the town of 
Loveville a tornado swept through the main street taking with it several lives and 


leaving in it's wake an enormous amount of property damage. It was feared by the 
residents of Loveville that their town would be the next to feel the violent force of 
the tornado, and they were, in fact, warned that indeed it was headed in their 
direction. Everyone was told to stay indoors. Families huddled in their storm 
cellars or in the basement of their neighbor's house. Windows and doors were 
boarded up. Some children were sent home early from school, while others who 
lived too far away took shelter in the school's gymnasium. 

The role that fate played would not be apparent to any of us until the day after 
Alpha's death. At the time the only obvious correlation was the tornado took place 
on the same day on which Alpha arrived back in town, but that could have been 
nothing more than a coincidence. When the Greyhound bus pulled into town the 
first thing that the passengers noticed were the deserted streets. Everyone aboard 
the bus was informed of the tornado and was advised to take refuge inside the 
terminal. Alpha, alone, ventured outside. The idea of being swept away by a 
tornado was far more appealing than a slow and agonizing death from a "deadly 
disease." Alpha felt entirely unafraid, for a picture of Dorothy being swept away 
to the land of oz had come to mind and made the prospect of being lifted headlong 
into the air even more appealing. Strolling deliberately down the main street of 
town with a small suitcase in hand, Alpha beneath a black foreboding sky, was 
surprised to see how little the town had changed in fifteen years. Although the sky 
remained dark with clouds throughout the day, the tornado had dissipated itself, 
and by the time it reached Loveville it was little more than a thunderstorm with 
strong winds. When the heavy rain began, Alpha, who was disappointed about not 
being killed by a force of nature, called a cab from the local drug store and went 
directly to the Heart- to-Heart motel. Once inside the room the first thing that 
Alpha did was phone Omega's house. Out of breath, Omega answered on the fifth 
ring. "Room six," was all that Alpha said before hanging up the phone; and just 
knowing that Omega was only a few miles away made Alpha feel overjoyed. 

After having waited for several hours for Omega come, Alpha fell asleep at 
four o'clock in the afternoon while listening to the torrential rain fall. Exhausted, 
from the long bus ride across the country, and feeling weak, from the many 
afflicting illnesses brought about by the "deadly disease," for which there was no 
cure, Alpha slept soundly. 

"Omega?" 

A knocking sound could be heard. 

"Omega, is that you?" 

In a drowsy state of mind Alpha got out of bed and opened the door. "I didn't 
hear you knocking. I was asleep. It's dark. I must have slept for a long time. Come 
in." Alpha moved out of the doorway. 

"Alpha?" 

"Yes, it's me." 

"You're sick." 

"I'm dying." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

"I thought you might not come." 


"Of course I would come and I'm sorry it took me so long. I couldn't get away. 
We had an unexpected visit by some in-laws. They stayed for dinner. I thought 
they would never leave." "Well, you're here now. Thats all that matters. Sit 
down," Alpha said. 

Omega looked around the motel room before taking a seat in the only chair. 
Alpha had already sat down on the bed. 

"So, how have you been?" Alpha asked. 

"I'm fine," Omega answered uneasily, and then there was a stretch of silence 
during which Alpha realized Omega was wondering how best to broach the 
subject of Alpha's illness. 

"I found out about a year ago," Alpha offered. "I started getting symptoms 
about six months ago. I'm feeling worse than usual from the trip. I didn't think I'd 
make it. A couple of times I was afraid I might have to check myself into a 
hospital." 

"Did you fly?" 

"No, I took a bus." 

"All the way from Los Angeles?" 

"Yes, I wanted to see the countryside, but I spent most of my time on the bus 
sleeping or in the bathroom being sick." 

"A movie star of your stature on a Greyhound bus? You must have drawn a lot 
of attention?" 

"Actually, I'm very seldom recognized in public. I suppose it's because I never 
play the part of a star. And no one has recognized me for the past six months 
period. I've lost so much weight. It's one of the symptoms of the disease. I haven't 
left my house in so long everyone in Hollywood thinks I'm on vacation. I had to 
hire a full time nurse. She tried to talk me into flying here, but I left Loveville by 
bus, so it seemed like the most romantic way to return. Gail, my nurse wanted to 
come with me. I convinced her that it would be better if she stayed at my house in 
Malibu, though I no longer need a nurse." 

"Why is that?" Omega asked. 

"I have no intention of returning." Alpha picked up the bottle of phenobarbital 
that was on the night table and showed it to Omega. "I might as well tell you now 
that atop of coming to see you I have come here to kill myself." 

"I don't know what to say." 

"Don't say anything. I don't want to talk about death. Let's talk about you. What 
have you been doing for the past fifteen years?" 

"Nothing extraordinary," Omega replied. "I'm sure compared to yours my life 
has been very ordinary." 

"There's nothing ordinary about you," Alpha stated. "It's funny, though, I was 
hoping there would be." 

"Why is that?" asked Omega. 

"After I left Loveville I put you up on a pedestal like some sort of prized trophy 
and sometimes it's too painful trying all the time to keep you polished when I 
know that I never really won you." 

At the time Omega made no direct reply to Alpha's symbolic statement, but 


later Omega would remark, "How could you win me, when you forfeited the 
game?" Omega, however, felt at the time that it was best to change the subject. 
"Have you been living in Los Angeles for the past fifteen years?" Omega asked 
instead. 

Alpha nodded. "I went directly to L.A. when I left Loveville." 

"I was wondering, because the last I heard you were selling your house in Los 
Angeles and were going to buy an apartment in New York?" 

"I was planning to before I got sick, but who told you?" Alpha inquired. 

"Y our parents." 

"How are they? Have you seen them?" Alpha asked. 

"I saw your father in the drug store a few weeks ago. He's fine. He told me he'd 
just retired. Haven't you talked to them?" 

"Not lately. I couldn't bring myself to tell them about... my bad news. I know 
how much my death is going to hurt them, so I made the decision not to upset 
them unnecessary beforehand. They would have spent all of this time worrying. I 
miss them, though. They used to fly to Los Angeles every year at Christmas time 
to visit. I haven't seen them since last Christmas. A few months ago I told them 
that I was going away for awhile, which wasn't true, but my mother used to phone 
me several times a week and I always felt guilty each time about not informing 
them. Anyway, they think I'm in Europe miles from the nearest phone." 

"That's my Alpha, always going away," Omega replied bitterly just moments 
before commenting on how Alpha had "forfeited the game" by leaving Loveville. 


"What choice did I have? You were getting married." Alpha responded 
savagely, for which Omega became immediately remorseful. It was Alpha's turn 
to change the subject. "I like to travel. Whenever I wasn't filming a picture I 
would get on a plane and just go. I've been all over the world." 

"I've never left Loveville." 

"I know." 

"How?" Omega asked. 

"My parents keep me informed as well. Whenever I can I casually ask them 
how you are doing? Or if they've seen you lately? I think my mother has suspected 
for a long time how I feel about you, but she has never said anything." 

Omega laughed lightly and then they both stood up. Alpha was planning to 
pour them a drink of bourbon. To look out the window at the thunderstorm that 
had suddenly started again was Omega's reason for rising. They met in the middle 
of the motel room and looking into each others eyes they embraced for the first 
time amidst the flashes of lightening that illuminated the room. They were both 
slightly apprehensive, for the moment reminded them of their never having 
touched before, with the exception of that earth shattering hand shake fifteen years 
prior. An exhilarating chill ran through Alpha's entire body. Omega felt the same 
tingling sensation that perhaps anyone touching their true love with such 
tenderness would experience. They desperately clung to each other, as though they 
were entirely unable to let go by some unrelenting electrical current, as if the 
lightening outside had lent some of it's electricity to the two people in love. There 


was no longer any doubt in Alpha's mind about their adoration for each other. It 
had not diminished anytime during the past fifteen years. Alpha's fears had been 
unfounded, for Omega's feelings had not changed. They were both as much in 
love as they had ever been. There was a bond between them that fifteen years of 
separation could not break, and perhaps, as they chose to belief, not even death 
could bring an end to their undying love. Their love had proven to be abiding, but 
for a variety of reasons Alpha was far too ill to have sexual relations and had 
never imagined for a moment that they would. Yet, suddenly they were both 
naked and on the bed making love more passionately than either of them had ever 
imagined in the fantasies that they shared in their sequestered lives. "Oh, Omega, I 
love you. I have always loved you. Oh, how I have loved you. I love you. I love 
you. I love you. I love you..." 

Alpha, covered in sweat and clutching a pillow, awoke from the dream with a 
start and a temperature of a hundred and two. It was midnight and Omega had not 
come. 
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Upon awakening Saturday moming the bottle of phenobarbital was the first 
thing that Alpha saw. The fever that had plagued Alpha all night long had 
subsided, but upon remembering the dream of the night before and upon realizing 
that it had been more than twenty four hours since phoning Omega with the room 
number, Alpha became depressed before even getting out of bed. Looking again 
the bottle of pills, Alpha thought: take them now! What are you waiting for? Get it 
over with. Put an end to your pain. To all of your pain. Forget about Omega. 
Omega's not coming. Is never coming. Has forgotten all about you. Never loved 
you to begin with. Could have followed you from the bar and stopped you from 
leaving Loveville fifteen years ago, but didn't. Doesn't care. Never cared. And, it 
no longer matters. It's too late. It has always been too late. It was ill-fated from the 
start. So, what sort of miracle are you hoping for? What are you expecting to 
happen? Why did you come back to Loveville? You came back because you're in 
love with Omega. You have always been in love with Omega. You always will be 
in love with Omega. And, in your heart you know that Omega is in love you. 
Omega has always been in love with you. Omega always will be in love with you. 
The two of you were meant to be together for all of eternity! But, how can you be 
so sure? How can you be so certain that your love is everlasting? How do you 
know that you were meant to be together? Because, your heart, your soul, and 
your higher self can't all be wrong and they all say that Alpha and Omega were 
meant to be together for all of eternity! Why? Because, you believe that it was 
written in the stars when time first began. 

After deliberately putting the pills away in a dresser drawer, without taking 
any, Alpha picked up the phone and called the Loveville Chronicle. "Could I 


speak to one of your reporters." Alpha waited on the line for nearly five minutes 
before a reporter picked up on the other end. Alpha told him to come to the motel 
and to bring a tape recorder. 

"First of all I don't want anyone to know where I am. You promised me on the 
phone, but I want to hear it again in person." 

"You have my word that no one will know anything until after you're dead," 
the newspaper reporter, who's name was John, assured the ailing movie star. 

"You're much younger than I expected. How long have you been a reporter?" 
Alpha asked. 

"Not long. I'm actually an aspiring novelist. I work part time for the Loveville 
Chronicle to pay my bills, and in my spare time I write my books." 

"What kind of books do you write?" Alpha asked. 

"Good ones." 

"That's a clever answer. I bet they're fascinating to read." 

"Thank you, but what makes you think that?" 

"I don't know. You look like an interesting person. I've met many authors in 
Hollywood, and many hacks too. Ican usually spot a serious writer amongst the 
many movie studio money hungry grubs." 

"I brought a tape recorder. Are you ready to begin?" 

"I'm ready, but I have no idea where to begin." 

John pressed the record button and pulled the chair he was sitting on closer to 
the bed. "What made you leave Loveville?" he began. 

"Love..." and what followed was a firsthand account of Alpha's life story. 

By Saturday evening, a few hours after John had gone, Alpha was feeling 
sicker than ever before. Most definitely medical care was needed, but Alpha had 
no intention of ever going to a hospital. The medical profession could do nothing 
except perhaps prolong the agony and the inevitable end. But, in my chronic 
condition how much longer can I wait for Omega, Alpha wondered? And, will 
Omega even come? Go to bed, and when you wake up in the morning Omega will 
be here. Trust your heart, your soul, and your higher self, for they all say that 
Omega will come. "I'm sure I'll see you tomorrow," Alpha said aloud. "So, good 
night, my love, wherever you are? Sweet dreams." 

In the morning, after two days of steady rain, the sun made a welcoming 
reappearance. Alpha, having been awake for onlya few moments, took to gazing 
dreamily at the sunlight streaming through the cracks in the curtains when there 
was a soft knock on the door. It was Omega. 

"Omega! My God, I've been waiting for two days for you to come." 
"I know, I'm sorry. I couldn't get away. What's the matter with you? You 
look terrible." 

"Come in." 

"How long have you been sick?" Omega asked, as he sat down in the only 
chair. 

"I've been ill for about six months. I was diagnosed a year ago." 

"I'm sorry I couldn't get here sooner." 

"It's ok. I was afraid, though, that you weren't coming at all. I was beginning 


to give up hope." 

"It's been a hectic few days. I had no idea that you were sick or I would have 
tried harder to get away." 

"I understand. It couldn't have been easy to come up with an excuse. I mean 
after all you're married." 

"Not anymore." 

"What do you mean?" Alpha asked. 

"Well, technically I still am, but my marriage is over. Im not going back. All 
my belongings are in the car." 

Alpha began to laugh, and hysterically so it seemed to Omega the sole 
observer. "Ouch, it hurts," exclaimed Alpha. 

"What's so funny?" Omega asked. 

"After all these years you're finally free and there's a chance for us." 

"Why is that so funny? I thought you'd be thrilled?" Omega stated. 

"Look at me." Alpha laughed some more. "I'm a ravaged human being. I'm 
nothing at all like the person you knew fifteen years ago. I've been devastated by 
this disease." 

Omega smiled reassuringly. "You're the same inside. You're still my true love, 
and I'm all yours, if you want me?" 

Alpha stopped laughing. "I have always wanted you, but..." 

"But what?" 

"We won't have long." 

"Whatever time we have together will be enough." 

"I'm dying and it would be unfair." 

"It was unfair that we've had to spend fifteen years apart." 

"I agree, but it would be cruel of me to put you through the torment of 
watching me die. If I'd been stronger I would not have even come to say 
good-bye." 

"I consider myself blessed to be with you under any circumstance, so don't 
assume that you would be doing me an injustice by allowing me to share the 
remainder of your life." 

"If you really mean that then I'm the one that's blessed?" 

"Alpha, I have loved you since the first moment we met. Since you walked into 
professor Goodman's reincarnation class I knew that you were the only one for 
me." 

"Oh, Omega, you've made me the happiest person alive." 

"I feel the same. Ever since I got your phone call at the beginning of the week 
I've been elated. Like an excited kid I kept repeating to myself 'Alpha's coming 
back. Alpha's coming back.' It was as though fifteen years had never passed." 

"I felt the very same way after I phoned you, but I was also afraid you'd reject 
me. So much time has passed I wasn't sure if you'd even remember me. I almost 
changed my mind on my way to the bus station in Los Angeles, but, some higher 
power compelled to come. During my trip across the country I can remember 
feeling as though the bus was being driven by destiny." 

"Why shouldn't it have been? We were meant to be together. I have always felt 


that we were fated for each other. Silly you, how could I ever forget my true 
love?" 

"That's so sweet. You're saying everything that I've dreamed about hearing." 

"It's been my dream too," Omega replied lovingly. 

"I can't help noticing how little you've changed? You look exactly like you did 
fifteen years ago? You haven't aged at all? You look just like I remember you, 
Omega?" 

This time when Alpha awoke from the dream it was at four o'clock in the 
morning from a bought of vomiting. Alpha was violently ill for the rest of the 
night, and miserable even more so, because Omega had still not come. 


7 

The rain had not stopped at noon on Sunday when Alpha awoke in the midst 
of abdominal pains that were more severe than any previously suffered. After 
sitting on the toilet for nearly an hour with chronic diarrhea, while at the same 
time vomiting into the waste basket, Alpha suddenly remembered the dream of the 
night before. Even now, while continuing to retch, the dream seemed real, but not 
long after going back to bed there was little doubt in Alpha's mind that Omega 
had not come during the night, and even more doubt existed that Omega was 
going to come at all. 

For the remainder of the day, Alpha, unable to œt out of bed, was also unable 
to stop thinking about the dream and Omega's grievous absence. There was no 
cable on the television, so only a few channels on the TV were clear enough to 
watch. There was no radio in the room, and Alpha desperately wanted to hear 
music that was soothing for the soul. After finding the phone under a stack of 
magazines Alpha dialed the front desk. "Hello, is this the front desk?" 

"Yes, it is. What can I do for you?" 

"TIl give you five hundred dollars if you bring a radio to my room." 

"What kind of radio?" 

"It doesn't matter, so long as it works." 

In less than five minutes time the desk clerk that had received Alpha's "unusual 
request" brought a large transistor radio into the room. "It's an antique, but it 
works. It's been in the storage shed since the motel changed owners several years 
ago." 

"I wondered what happened to the old couple who owned the motel the last 
time I stayed here?" 

"They passed away about ten years back." 

"I'm sorry to hear that, they were very nice to me." 

"It must have been a long time ago when you stayed here?" 

"It was," Alpha answered in a way which was noncommittal. 

"You know, I meant to ask you the other day when you checked in if we know 
each other, because you look so familiar?" 

"We've never met," Alpha said while handing him the five hundred dollars. "I 


have to get some rest, now. Thank you." 

"Can I get you anything else?" 

"No, but I'm expecting a visitor, so in case I'm sleeping could you give them 
the spare key when they come?" 

"Sure, what's their name?" 

"Omega." 

"All right, and since you're not feeling well if I can do anything else for you 
just let me know. No charge." 

At dinner time, Alpha, feeling famished, ordered chinese food from town, but 
by the time it arrived Alpha was in too much pain to eat anything. It was seven 
o'clock Sunday evening and Alpha had been in the motel room since noon hour on 
Friday. Having received no word from Omega could mean one of two things, 
Alpha realized. Either something unforeseeable had happened to have kept Omega 
from coming, or else Omega had no intention of coming? Alpha chose to believe 
the former, and by doing so remained hopeful. Something unexpected must have 
arisen. And then all of a sudden it occurred to Alpha that Omega might have been 
in an accident. Alpha promptly picked up the phone, but then dismissed the idea 
of calling Omega's house for two reasons. One, if Omega had decided not to come 
then another phone call would only appear desperate and furthermore it would be 
an intrusion, for Omega had never actually promised to meet. Two, if Omega was 
planning on coming but couldn't for whatever reason then a phone call would do 
nothing but ease Alpha's mind, and the risk of having Omega's marriage partner 
finding out about them was not worth it, at least not yet. Subsequently, the 
decision was made not to call. It's still early, Alpha thought. Maybe tonight 
Omega will come? But, lying on the bed Alpha began crying from a 
overwhelming sense of hopelessness; while a series of love songs playing on the 
radio one after another did nothing but add to Alpha's sorrowful state of mind. 
After two hours of steady crying the sound of someone knocking on the door 
interrupted Alpha's weeping. Upon rising from the bed to answer the door, Alpha 
was delighted to see Omega through the window. The tears of sorrow that Alpha 
had been unable to control for the past two hours were now replaced with tears of 
joy, which also sprang forth of their own volition. "Omega," Alpha cried. 

"Alpha?" 

Alpha continued to cry. "Come in." 

"Jesus Christ, Alpha, what the hell has happened to you?" 

Alpha laughed deliberately to lighten the shock that Omega was obviously 
experiencing. "Oh, it's nothing that a good night's sleep and a major medical 
breakthrough won't cure." 

Taking a closer look at Alpha's condition, Omega was able to discem quite 
quickly the "deadly disease," for there was a small purple sore on Alpha's throat 
that made diagnosing it very easy. "Why didn't you tell me sooner?" Omega asked 
with an angry and anguished tone of voice. 

"When could I have told you? I felt like Iwas breaking some law calling your 
house when I did, because you are married." It was true that Omega was still 
married, and had been experiencing a great deal of guilt about the possibility of a 


forthcoming illicit affair, which was part of the reason for Omega not having 
arrived sooner. Alpha, on the other hand, was harboring no guilt about them 
having an illicit affair, for Alpha had known for a long time that there was no 
hope of any such thing happening. Regardless of the dream that Alpha had had a 
few nights ago about them making love, having sexual relations of any sort had 
never been the purpose of Alpha's phone call, but Alpha could clearly see the 
disappointment on Omega's face. It was obvious that Omega had come to the 
motel expecting to make love. 

Once they had both sat down, Alpha looked around the room several times 
with a dubious expression. "Well, I don't feel asleep, but maybe I should splash 
some cold water on my face to make sure. That's stupid, though, because I could 
just be dreaming that I was splashing cold water on my face." 

"What are you talking about?" Omega asked. 

"I've been dreaming about you for the past two nights. I keep thinking you've 
come, but then I awake and your never here. So at the moment I'm a little 
skeptical about whether you're actually here or not?" 

"You're sick, Alpha. You should go to a hospital." 

"What for?" 

"To get better of course." 

"Better? There is no cure for what I've got. At best all they can do is prolong 
the pain." 

"Why did you come?" Omega gently asked from only a few feet away, for 
Omega was sitting in the chair and Alpha was sitting on the foot of the unmade 
bed. It was then, after asking "Why did you come?" when Omega noticed the large 
bottle of bourbon next to the bottle of phenobarbital. Less than an hour ago Alpha 
had retrieved the bottle of phenobarbital from the dresser drawer with the intent of 
taking the pills at the time. Once again, however, Alpha had put off the inevitable 
with the hopes that Omega might still come. Now, Alpha was thankful for having 
waited a while longer. 

"I stayed in this very room the night before I left Loveville fifteen years ago. It 
was the worst night of my life. The pain of leaving you was more unbearable than 
any of the agonies I've experienced from this disease. Being separated from you 
left a wound in me that has never healed. That's part of the reason why I requested 
the same room. Before I die I want to sew up that open wound. But, to answer 
your question succinctly about why I came? I simply wanted to see you one last 
time." 

"How much time do you have?" Omega asked. 

"None. I've come here to kill myself." 

Omega nodded in a manner that was exhibitive of both sympathy and 
understanding. "I don't blame you. It's a dreadful disease." 

"T look terrible, don't I?" 

"Not your eyes. Theyre as beautiful as ever. I have always remembered the 
way your eyes seemed to speak to me. It was your eyes that told me of your love. 
As a matter of fact, every time I've gone to see one of your films I thought that I 
could still see your love for me in your eyes." 


"I'm not surprised. You have always been my only audience. Every time I 
stepped in front of a movie camera I saw you, not my fans, and not the critics, 
watching me from the other side. You alone have been the focus of my mind for 
all these years. I can't recall a moment when you haven't been foremost in my 
thoughts like a bright ray of sunshine bringing me warmth and illuminating my 
life." 

"How could you have been so happy, Alpha, when we were apart?" 

"I never said I was happy. At times I found comfort in knowing of your 
existence, but like the sun shining inescapably on the other side of the earth each 
day, at times I also felt alone in a cold dark place that was filled with both doom 
and gloom. For fifteen years I have been waiting for the sun to rise." 

"You're words sound just as beautiful as..." Omega began, but just then they 
were interrupted by the sound of someone knocking on the door. 

"Ignore them, they'll go away," Alpha said. "Finish what you were saying." 
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"I was about to tell you that your words sound just as beautiful as your eyes 
have always sounded." 

Aesthetically speaking there was, nor had there ever been, anything particularly 
beautiful about Alpha's eyes, but to Omega they were two fathomless pools of 
passion which spoke of eternal love. To anyone else looking at them they might 
have appeared to be nothing more than a pair of hazel globe shaped apparatuses 
that enabled Alpha to see, similar to the set the observer had in their own head. To 
Omega, though, they were two tiny windows through which Alpha's soul could be 
seen and heard. 

"I have always been able to see your love for me in your eyes as well," Alpha 
sincerely said in return. 

"Then why did you leave Loveville?" Omega asked. 

"I couldn't stay and watch you live out your life with somebody else. It was too 
painful." 

"I never meant to hurt you." 

"It wasn't your fault. It was circumstance that separated us. It was destiny that 
drove us apart. But, even they are not to blame." 

"If you'd stayed we could have seen each other on the sly," said Omega. 

"I thought about that in this very room before I left, and then afterwards in Los 
Angeles I used to think about coming back to Loveville to have an affair with you. 
I used to fantasy about us being together even just one time, but whenever I did I 
always saw the inevitable separation afterwards, and being separated from you 
once was painful enough. I don't think I could have withstood the torture of doing 


it over and over again." 

"I've never given up hope of seeing you again," Omega commented. "The more 
time that passed, though, and the more famous you became, the harder it was for 
me to believe that you were ever coming back. I thought about going on vacation 
in California as a ruse for seeing you, but I wasn't always sure how you felt. I 
mean, my heart would say "Alpha loves you," but my head would tell me just the 
opposite. How could a famous movie star, who left me so abruptly in a bar, be in 
love with me?" 

"I guess at the time my actions were disproportionate to my true feelings, for 
you're the only person I have ever truly loved. You're also the only person I have 
loved who has ever loved me back." Alpha gushed. 

"Surely, there have been others?" 

"There have been many others. Movie stars. Millionaires. You weren't even my 
first love. You were, and still are, my greatest love." 

"As hard as I've tried I have never been able to forget about you. Ihave never 
stopped loving you," Omega confessed. 

"You don't have to say that tome if you dont mean it. If you're saying it just 
because I'm here now or because I'm dying, please don't." 

"I do mean it. I don't think I've ever spoken words with more truth to them." 

"Well, I feel the same. I have never been able to forget about you, and I have 
never stopped loving you. I guess that's my reason for being here. I just wanted to 
know if you felt the same, and even if you didn't I still wanted you to know that 
someone loved you very much. Loved you as deeply as love can be felt with the 
human heart. Every time you looked at me fifteen years ago in class I died and 
was born again. Every time I've thought of you over the years my soul is filled 
with a joyous and blissful love, but unfortunately it is also filled with remorse and 
regret and suffering and pain and all the other emotions that make an 
immeasurable love like ours complete." 

"Oh, Alpha, if only it weren't too late." 

"It has always been too late. My dying has nothing to do with it. I truly believe 
that fate, or our higher selves, decided before we were even born that we were to 
spend this life apart. We were ill-fated. History is littered with lovers like us. 
That's why I left Loveville and never looked back. But, that's a lie, because I have 
looked back. I've been constantly looking back. I've been looking at you and 
longing for you. Praying that fate would take pity upon us and allow us to be 
together, if only for a brief moment in time. For a while, after I left Loveville, I 
used to dream about you in Los Angeles, and whenever I awoke it was always 
with an overpowering sensation of love. Of course then I would always cry at my 
loss, and I would have to force myself to get out of bed and go to the studio. I had 
to go on living my life, even though there were many times when I didn't want to. 
Yet, I had no choice. Living without you, though, is the hardest thing I've ever had 
to endure. There is nothing on this earth more painful than the loss of a true love." 

"You should have called me sooner. I've been waiting for a call from you. 
Every time I walked down the streets of Loveville I wondered if I'd see you 
coming from around a corner, or strolling along on the other side of the street. 


More than once I thought I saw you coming out of the movie theater, but of course 
it was never you. I could swear I've seen you in the grocery store too, but again it 
was never you, and you never called. All I had was my last memory of you 
running out of the bar that night, and I have always wondered why you left in such 
a hurry? Why did you run away?" 

"I guess I was afraid of the love I felt. I was afraid, for somehow I knew that 
even if I stayed fate would not allow us to be together, so it was easier for me to 
make the separation than to have fate do it after I was even more in love. I 
suppose I was a fool." 

"You were no more a fool than I was a coward." 

"I had no confidence in myself at the time," Alpha confessed. "I allowed my 
low self-esteem to convince me that someone like you could never be in love with 
me. The fact that you were getting marned only made it worse and then when you 
mentioned your wedding plans in the bar that night I knew that it was not meant to 
be." 

"If only I'd met you first. If only..." 

"Let's not dwell on what might have been or what could have been. We must 
accept that it was not meant to be. If it was, then it would have been. I'm just 
happy to have known you. I'm thankful that you're here, that we're together at last. 
Even if it is only for a short time. For what difference does time make? Are two 
minutes of pure love any less meaningful than twenty years? Isn't it the quality and 
not the quantity that counts? I'm just grateful we were given the chance to know 
each other. Fate could have been crueler. We might never have known each other 
at all. Providence could have kept us apart entirely in this life time. I may never 
have known what itis to feel complete and absolute love for someone. I used to 
tell God that if you give me Omega I'd give up my Oscars and all of my money 
and fame, but God knew those things never meant anything to me. So finally I 
offered my life without realizing that God could not give you to me when I had 
given you up so easily. I let you slip through my fingers without a fight, for I 
didn't know at the time that a force more powerful that fate exists. Free will. 
When I left Loveville it was as aresult of my free will. Yet, looking back Ihave to 
believe that there was a reason for our being separated. Maybe we were meant to 
learn something by our being damned in this life. Now, though, I must confess all 
I want is to feel your comforting touch as I leave this world. If it's not too much to 
ask, Omega, I want to die in your arms." 

Omega, obviously deep in thought, looked down at the floor for several 
moments to absorb all that Alpha had said. "I have to tell you something." 

"What is it? You can tell me anything." Alpha offered in aid to Omega's 
sudden apprehensiveness. 

"The last night we were together in that bar I was about to tell you something." 

"I remember. What was it?" Alpha asked. 

"I was going to tell you that if you wanted I wouldn't get married, but then Rick 
came back from the bar with our drinks, and before I had a chance to tell you how 
I felt you said you were leaving town. The way you were looking at me I thought 
you hated me. I guess that's what you meant when you said your actions were 


disproportionate at the time to your true feelings." 

"They were, though I admit that I did try to hate you. My feigned animosity 
only lasted for as long as it took me to get outside. Then I was back in love with 
you and balling like a baby all the way home." 

"Well, for awhile I thought maybe you didn't love me at all. I was confused, 
and then by the time I came to my senses it was too late." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean, I went looking for you the following day, because by then I thought I 
knew exactly why you had left. Somehow I knew you were running away from me 
because you thought there was no hope. I went to your parents house. I told them I 
was a friend from school, which was true. They told me you had left in the middle 
of the night. They didn't know where you had gone. It wasn't until several months 
later, after I was married, that I learned you had gone to Los Angeles. You see, I 
was planning to leave Loveville with you, but, Alpha, you were already gone." 

The knocking on the motel room door had continued throughout most of their 
conversation. It was louder now, though, and incessant enough to interrupt, what 
might have remained to be, the quintessential heartfelt reunion between Alpha and 
Omega, had the former not been so rudely awakened. "Go away," Alpha cried out 
from the recesses of a deep sleep, which resulted in just more of the same 
"maniacal" knocking. 

"Who is it?" Alpha screamed. 

"It's John from the Loveville Chronicle. I've thought of a few more questions 
I'd like to ask you. Is everything all right in there?" John asked, for one of the 
windows was open and every so often through the screen he had been able to hear 
Alpha's voice. Upon first arriving outside of Alpha's room, John had thought that 
Alpha had company, namely the person that Alpha would only refer to during 
their previous interview as "my true love." The reporter in John rose to the 
occasion, and although the curtains were closed he remained rooted outside the 
window where he was able to hear portions of the conversation inside. After 
determining that Alpha was alone in the room, for the only voice that could be 
heard in the room belonged to Alpha, John then assumed that the conversation he 
was eavesdropping on was taking place on the telephone. Yet, soon after he 
thought that perhaps he was hearing some strange lovesick soliloquy from the lips 
of the lonesome movie star. He soon realized, though, that it sounded more like 
Alpha was talking during sleep, so he knocked on the door some more. 

"Who is it?" Alpha had screamed when the knocking resumed. 

"It's John from the Loveville Chronicle..." 

And before even getting out of bed Alpha began to cry uncontrollably upon 
realizing without a doubt that it had been just another dream of the damned. 
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"I wrote a song for you." 


"A song?" Alpha asked. 

"Yes," Omega replied from the chair. 

"I didn't know you wrote songs?" 

"I don't usually, but I was inspired by the thought of seeing you again." 

"Sing it for me." 

"I don't have my guitar." 

"Guitar? I didn't know you played a musical instrument?" 

"There are too many things about me that you don't know." 

"Well, sing if for me anyway. I'll imagine the music. What's it called?" 
"Alpha, In The Arms Of Omega, In Love." 

"Oh, please, sing it for me." 

"All right." Omega moved to the foot of the bed and began to sing. 
"Here's a gift from the heaven's above 
A testimony of true love 

That all began with the birth of time 

Without any reason, but with a lot of rhyme 

Why do I feel like I've known you 
All of my life when I'm blue 

I just close my eyes and think of you 

And whenever I do I am born anew 
Not even the forces in the heaven's above 

Could keep Alpha and Omega from falling in love 
Nor could circumstance on the streets below 

Put a end to their love that was destined to grow 

When my souls touches yours I'm free 

And my life I would give just to see 

The smile on your face that says to me 

We'll be together for eternity 

Like two hands entwined in one golden glove 

We're the words that are spoken by two poets in love 

Together forever down here and up above 

Alpha, in the arms of Omega, and vice versa!" 

After Omega had stopped singing, Alpha tearfully said, "That was beautiful. It 


was so beautiful. I have never heard anything so beautiful in all of my life." 


"It would have sounded better if I'd had some kind of music." 
"No instrument on earth could have made it more melodic to me. It was music 


to my hears. It was beautiful, and even more beautiful because you wrote it for 
me," Alpha exclaimed gleefully. 


"Just for you, Alpha, my love." 
"When did you write it?" 
"After you called last week to say you were coming back to Loveville to see 


me I couldn't stop thinking about you. Then the next day I was playing my guitar 
and the lyrics came to me while I was remembering the first time I saw you." 


"In this life," reminded Alpha. 
"Yes, in this life," Omega agreed. 


"I'm so glad you came. You don't know how much it means to me to have you 
near me, particularly now as I approach the end of my life. My only regret was 
that I might never see you again. Now, I am at peace, and have no regrets. I can 
die comforted by the knowledge that you loved me as I loved you." 

"I would have come sooner, but I couldn't get away. I thought about phoning 
you, and I would have if I'd known you were so sick, but at the time I thought it 
would be better just to wait and see you in person." 

"You're here now and that's all the matters," Alpha said. 

"I've been thinking about us ever since you called and I'd like to make a 
suggestion. Why don't we go away together? Just the two of us." 

"Where to?" Alpha asked. 

"It doesn't matter. Anywhere where we can be alone together. We'll go some 
place romantic. Some place that is famous for it's sunsets and amorous 
atmosphere." 

"The most mundane setting on earth might be made amorous by you. With 
your presence even this dingy motel room becomes a paradise," Alpha replied. 

Omega laughed heartily at Alpha's poetic observation, and said, "Love such as 
ours should be played out upon the most resplendent background the world has to 
offer." 

"What about your marriage?" 

"To hell with my marriage." 

"Do you mean that?" 

"Yes, I do. Ilove you more than I ever dreamed was possible. I need for us to 
be together." 

"But..." Alpha began. 

"When two people love each other as much as we do there should be no such 
word. Love is our only conjunction." 

"Still, I don't have long to live." 

"We have more than enough time to express our love for each other." 

"I'm on my way to becoming an invalid." 

"T'll take care of you." 

"I'll become a burden and when I die you'll resent me for having left you." 

"How could I resent having had an angel like you fall asleep each night in my 
arms?" 

"I want to. Oh, how I want to lie in your arms each night before I fall asleep, 
and live out my remaining days in the splendor of our everlasting love, but I'm 
afraid." 

"With me by your side you will have no reason to be afraid. 

"I'm scared that one morning I'll awake and you'll be gone and I realize it was 
all just a dream." 

"Fear not, my true eternal love, for every morning when you awake I will be 
holding onto you as I was the night before." 

"Omega, you speak so eloquently of your love you make me feel almost well 
again." 

"Our love may be all the medicine you need." 


"All right, I'll go." 

"And I will take immense pleasure in easing your pain." 

"Oh, yes of course I'll go with you." 

"I'll spend my days doting over your every desire and fulfilling your every 
whim." 

Alpha laughed. "I said I'd go." 

"T'll kiss the ground you walk on and worship the air your breathe." 

"All right, I'll go. We can leave whenever you want. I'm yours." 

"I'll carry you in my arms across the threshold that will lead us into the orb of 
our infinite love." 

"T'll go even if you don't lift a finger." 

"And I promise to love you to death and to go on loving you long after your 
gone." 

"Well, I want you to be happy, so if you happen to meet someone else after I'm 
gone you've got my blessing." 

"And if for any reason you should ever feel forsaken I shall cut out my 
heart." 

"Yuck. I'll remember not to feel forsaken." 

"Alas, on your deathbed I'll shower you with sweet smelling rose petals and 
smother you from head to toe with ardent kisses." 

"If I'm in a lot of pain perhaps you could smother me with a pillow instead," 
Alpha joked. 

"And before you take your last breath we will make love like it has never been 
made before. Our naked bodies will become one, and as we writhe together in 
total abandonment our spirits will reach a place of perpetual ecstasy." 

"T'll go with you. I'll go with you. Stop teasing me." 

Omega stood up and began slowly backing away from Alpha, who was lying 
on the bed. "Good-bye," Omega said with a diminishing voice. 

"Good-bye?" 

"Yes, farewell, my love." 

"What do you mean? Where are you going? Omega, don't leave. I thought we 
were going away together?" 

"Good-bye." 

"What about all the promises you just made?" Alpha cried out. 

"Good-bye, Alpha. Good-bye forever, Alpha." 

"Omega. Wait. Please don't go. Where are you going? Don't leave me. I'll go 
with you wherever you want. I'll go on living just for you. Don't go. Don't go. 
Omega. Omega. Omega..." 

Alpha awoke alone in the dark motel room yelling out Omega's name. After 
getting out of bed, and after pouring a glass of bourbon, Alpha, in a tremendous 
amount of physical pain, sat immobilized in the chair staring voraciously at the 
bottle of phenobarbital. Then deciding it was still too soon to take the pills, Alpha 
drank the glass of bourbon down straight and went back to bed, convinced that 
Omega would come if not tonight then sometime, tomorrow. 
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"Alpha, wake up." 

"Omega?" 

"Yes, I came as soon as I could." 

"Go away." 

"What?" asked Omega while entering further into the room. 

"Go away." 

"Alpha, it's me, Omega." 

"I'm tired of dreaming. Go away." 

"Dreaming?" 

"Leave me alone. You're not real. You're just a dream? You're a figment of my 
imagination and nothing more. Go away. Leave me alone. Let me die in peace." 

"Alpha, wake up. You're not dreaming? I'm standing right here." 

"Omega?" 

"Yes, I knocked, but there was no answer. I thought maybe you'd checked out, 
so I asked at the office. The man at the front desk gave me the key. He said you 
were sick and were probably sleeping." Omega knelt down on the floor by the 
edge of the bed next to Alpha. "I had no idea that you were sick?" 

Alpha reached out and touched Omega's face. "It's really you. Youre here. 
You're really here. Oh, Omega, you actually came." 

"Did you think that I wouldn't?" 

"What day is it?" 

"It's Monday morning." 

"Am I dead?" 

"Dead? Of course not." 

"Where are my pills?" 

"What pills?" 

"My phenobarbital. Did I take them last night? I can't remember." Alpha 
looked on the night table and there behind the bourbon was the full bottle of 
sleeping pills. "Oh, thank God, I thought I had taken them and then we wouldn't 
have a chance to be together. But, are you sure I'm not dreaming?" 

"I'm positive. Try to sit up," Omega said. "Do you want some water?" 

"Yes, please." 

Omega went into the bathroom and returned a moment later with a glass of 
water. "Here, let me help you," Omega said, for Alpha was finding it difficult to 
sit up. 

Propped against two pillows, Alpha had only a sip of water before saying, "I'm 
so glad you're here. I was beginning to worry. I thought something might have 
happened to you. What took you so long?" 

"Some of my in-laws lost their house in the tornado and they've been staying 


with us." 

"Then you still love me?" 

"Of course I love you." 

"Oh, please love me," Alpha cried out uninhibitedly. "My soul, my heart, my 
mind, my entire being, all crave for your love. For your everlasting eternal blissful 
love. You do love me, don't you, Omega?" 

Omega sat down on the bed beside Alpha, who had started to cry. "Yes, I love 
you. I have always loved you, Alpha, and I always will." 

"As much as I love you?" 

"As much and more." 

"And for always?" 

"For always. Forever." 

"Ok, then I have to do it now. The pain has become too much for me to bear. 
Will you stay by my side? Will you promise to hold me?" 

"I promise anything, my love." 

"Could you pour me a drink and pass me the bottle of pills." 

Omega could hardly stand the agony of watching Alpha take the entire bottle 
of phenobarbital. With a glass of bourbon Alpha washed one handful of the 
sleeping pills down after another, until finally all fifty of the one hundred 
milligram capsules were gone. "There, that should put an end to my suffering." 

"Aren't you the least bit afraid?" Omega asked. 

"I would be terrified if I weren't with you, but I feel like I can face anything 
with you by my side." 

Both Alpha and Omega became silent and they remained so for an entire ten 
minutes. Omega was thinking about how things might have been different? Alpha 
would not be dying right now if they had gone off together fifteen years ago. 
Alpha, on the other hand, already knew that, so there was no need to rethink the 
matter. Instead, Alpha was trying to envision their future life together. 

"I've heard it said that people rarely ever marry their true love. Why is that, I 
wonder?" Alpha asked sleepily from the beginning effects of the phenobarbital. 

"Maybe there's something stopping us from being that happy?" Omega replied. 

"Maybe, but maybe next time we wont let anything stop us from being 
together? Do you think we'll get another chance?" 

"Yes, I do." 

"So do I," said Alpha. "Will you hold me now?" 

"In my arms?" Omega asked. 

"Yes. I want to go to sleep in your arms. I want your love to be the last thing 
that I feel." 

Omega laid down on the bed alongside Alpha. "Are you comfortable?" 

"I'm more than comfortable. I'm at peace. The pain is gone. Your embrace is 
even more healing than I imagined it would be. I feel as though my soul has been 
set free. I know now that all the heartache has been for a reason. Just a few 
minutes of this ecstasy make it worth having lived the past fifteen years. Feeling 
joy like this puts feeling pain into perspective. Let's promise each other that when 
we meet again we'll stay together." 


"I promise. We'll let nothing tear us apart," Omega said. 

For somewhat selfish reasons, as is usually the way for the people that are 
faced with the death of a loved one, Omega wanted to keep Alpha talking and 
awake and alive. "Don't go to sleep yet. There's so much that I want to know about 
you. Tell me about your life." 

"What about it?" Alpha slurred. 

"I don't know. I've read that you like to travel whenever you aren't filming a 
picture. Tell me about some of the places you've been?" 

"Been?" 

"You know, places that you've travelled to?" 

"I've been all over Europe and Asia. I went to Australia and New Zealand two 
years ago. I've been to the Caribbean several times. Egypt. I liked Egypt a lot. 
When I was inside on of the pyramids Ihad my first recollection of a past life 
experience that we shared." 

"Tell me about it?" 

"You were the son of a Pharaoh in ancient Egypt. I was the daughter of a 
Roman emperor." 

"Were we in love?" 

"Oh yes. We were madly in love, but your brother betrayed us and you were 
killed by a member of my father's army. Finally, I went insane and I drank from a 
bottle of poison." 

"Any other lives that you can remember?" 

"We were pioneers here in America. We had many children. We lived long and 
prosperous lives. We both died of old age within a few weeks of each other." 

"Any others?" Omega asked, still anxious to keep Alpha awake. 

"We once lived together in London, England during the early nineteenth 
century." 

"Were we lovers?" Omega asked. 

"We have always been lovers," answered Alpha. 

"I wonder what went wrong in this life?" 

"Our karma caught up with us." 

"Do you know of any other lives?" 

"Oh yes. We shared many existences together in Egypt, but once when I was in 
Paris making a film I recalled that we had lived there together as women in the 
early part of the twentieth century. Lesbians were fashionable at the time and we 
were very much in love with each other. I was Gertrude Stein and you were Alice 
B. Toklas." 

"The famous French writers?" 

"Yes, we have been famous for many of our existences. Centuries before 
Gertrude and Alice I was Mark Antony and you Cleopatra." 

"The Antony and Cleopatra?" Omega asked in astonishment. 

When Alpha awoke this time, covered in sweat and sicker than ever before, it 
was with an acquiescent state of mind. Although, Alpha was naturally upset to 
learn that it had all just been a dream, it was no longer the surprising revelation 
that it had once been. Alpha had given up hope of expecting anything but. It was 


nine thirty Monday night when Alpha observed that the motel room was exactly 
as it had been the night before after John, that persistent reporter, had left. Alpha 
had slept through the day and Omega, not surprisingly, had never arrived. Alpha 
could vaguely recall getting out of bed at some point during the past twenty four 
hours and having a drink of bourbon before going right back to bed. The bottle of 
phenobarbital, unfortunately, remained full. "It was just another dream," Alpha, 
sitting up in bed, said aloud. And a beautiful, beautiful dream it had been, thought 
Alpha, but now in the wake of reality Alpha was forced to face the truth, and saw 
nothing but a horrible, horrible nightmare. Not only did none of those meaningful 
moments between Alpha and Omega actually happen, Alpha was destined to die 
alone in a dirty motel room! Not only had Omega not written a love song and sung 
it sweetly to Alpha, Alpha was destined to die alone in a dirty motel room! Not 
only had Omega not made repeated vows of etemal love to Alpha, Alpha was 
destined to die alone in a dirty motel room! Not only had Omega not embraced 
Alpha during the final fragile moments of life, Omega had not cared enough to 
come to the dirty motel room where Alpha was destined to die alone! 

With all hope, of ever seeing Omega again, gone, Alpha, feeling too feeble to 
get out of bed, and too consumed by the constant pain to continue on, poured a 
final glass of bourbon, and opened the bottle of phenobarbital. Completely 
resigned to the fact that true love was lost forever, Alpha proceeded in swallowing 
all the pills, and afterwards said, "There that should put an end, not only to all of 
my suffering, but, to all of my silly dreams as well." An hour later, while crossing 
threshold of consciousness, Alpha heard a knock on the motel room door. 
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Omega arrived at the motel late Monday evening, and immediately, upon 
entering the room, Omega was shocked to see Alpha's chronic condition. Atop of 
being sprawled naked on the bed in an unconscious state next to an empty bottle 
of phenobarbital, Alpha weighed less than a hundred pounds, was soaked with 
sweat, and covered with sores. After violently shaking Alpha to no avail, Omega, 
fearful that "true love" would never be awaken, proceeded in splashing cold water 
on Alpha's face. Finally, Alpha was revived. "Oh, you're back. My, my, I must be 
having another dream," Alpha exclaimed incoherently and only partially awake. 

"Alpha what's the matter with you? How many pills did you take?" 

"The whole bottle," Alpha slurred. "I couldn't wait any longer. The pain was 
too great. You weren't coming. It was time. I'm tired, my love. Let me sleep now." 

Omega began to cry while holding onto Alpha. "I tried to get here sooner, but I 
couldn't get away. I even got in my car once t come and I was actually on my way, 
but I got a flat tire. I didn't have a spare and by the time the tow truck came and I 
got the car fixed I had to return home. I'm so sorry I didn't get here sooner." 

Suddenly, a spasm of pain shot through Alpha's entire body. Now, with eyes 


opened wide, and rigid from head to toe, Alpha had the appearance of a person in 
a trance. Omega was sure that Alpha was going to die right then, but instead with 
a panicked voice, Alpha asked, "Where am I?" 

"You're at the Heart-to-Heart motel." 

"Where are you? Are you there? It's all so blurry." 

"I'm right here, Alpha. I'm right in front of you." 

"Oh, but you're so young. You're just a boy. You can't be more than thirteen or 
fourteen years old." 

"Alpha! It's me, Omega. I'm right here. My God, how long have you been ill? 
Oh, why didn't I come sooner?" 

An inner peace suddenly presided over Alpha, along with an equally sudden 
and inexplicable understanding of whom Omega was. Eventually those two 
factors were what allowed Alpha to relax, and when they did an all seeing and all 
knowing expression shone in Alpha's eyes. "That song you wrote for me in our 
last life was beautiful." 

"Our last life? What are you talking about?" 

"I will cherish that song for all of eternity, as much as I cherish the fact that 
you have been my lover for all of eternity." 

"Alpha, I've never written a song." 

"Yes, of course, you did, in my dreams. But, it wasn't all just a dream. It wasn't 
all just a magnificent beautiful dream, was it? We did love each other, didn't we?" 

"Yes, my darling, we did." 

"Oh, you look so different? It's going to be difficult getting used to you, but 
how silly of me to say such a thing, because after I'm reborn I won't remember. 
We'll fall in love all over again." 

"Alpha, it's me, Omega. I'm right here. Right in front of you." 

Alpha smiled, and said, "No, you're no longer Omega. Your soul is the 
same, but you have a different identity and a different body." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"I'm talking about the next time, my love." 

"What next time?" 

"When we are born again." 

"Alpha, it's me, Omega, and I'm sitting on the bed right beside you." 

"Next time when we meet you will be a young boy with a scar on his forehead. 
Why do you have a scar on your forehead?" 

Omega began to cry harder. "Alpha, what are you talking about? How many 
times do I have to tell you it's me. It's me, Omega." 

"Of course it's you, my love, but in a different body. The body of a young boy 
with a small scar on his forehead. How did it happen? Did you fall? Or wait, 
maybe it's a birthmark? I can't tell. It's all so blurry." 

"What are you saying? Are you saying that we will we know each other 
again?" 

"Of course, my cherished one. We have always known each other." 

"Will we be happy?" Omega cried. 

"No, silly, we'll be in love." Alpha laughed hysterically, and had the laughter 


resembled a cry released from an injured animal anymore than it did, Omega was 
sure rescue men with nets would have come. 

"Who will you be?" Omega inquired after Alpha had finished laughing. 

"TIl be your lover, of course." 

"Yes, but do you know what your name will be?" 

"No, I can see my surroundings and I can feel certain things, but I don't have 
access to information." 

"Try to tell me a clue as to who you are going to be?" 

"I'm not sure. It's unclear. I can't see myself, but Ican see Loveville. I'm living 
in Loveville. I'm young and I feel beautiful and I feel like a girl. Yes, I can feel my 
breasts and further down my vagina. In my next life I'm a beautiful young girl, and 
in yours, you are a handsome young man who has a small mark on his forehead." 

"Can you tell me what year is it?" 

"No, but Loveville is larger. The population has grown." 

"What else can you see?" 

"I can see my new parents." 

"What do they look like?" 

"They're too far away, and it's all so vague." 

"Can you tell me the color of your hair?" 

"No, I can't see myself." 

"Can you see your house?" 

"Yes. I live in a big red brick house directly across from the community 
college." 

"In Loveville?" 

"Yes, in Loveville." 

"Where do I live?" 

"I don't know, but don't worry, my love, we'll find each other like we al ways 
have." 

"You need to go to a hospital. I'm going to call an ambulance." 

Alpha laughed again only this time it was little more than a giggle sluggishly 
rendered. "It's too late. I have to go now. It's time. I can't stay here any longer. 
Good-bye for now, Omega." 

"Alpha, come back. Don't die. Not now. Not now that we are together at last." 

"Hold me, my love, like you have held me for all of eternity. Take me in your 
loving arms at least once in this life, and then trust as I do that we'll be together 
again." With eyes closed, Alpha's lips pursed and then separated with a smacking 
sound that was meant to be a kiss for Omega, which was just prior to speaking 
these parting words, "Until we meet again." 

"Alpha!" cried Omega, but it was far too late, for Alpha's slow and shallow 
breathing soon ceased altogether, while Alpha's skin that had been cold, became 
colder still, as Alpha went into a coma and died. 
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At the time of Alpha's death there was no way for me to know for sure 
whether Omega ever came to the motel or not. To begin with during our interview 
for the Loveville Chronicle Alpha refused to tell me who Omega was, but would 
only refer to the person as "my true love." 

"Can't you even give me a clue as to whom this person is?" I asked at the time, 
as any good reporter would be inclined to do, but Alpha was adamant about 
keeping his or her identity a secret. 

"Absolutely not. The person is married and I don't want the press to ruin their 
life after I'm gone," Alpha had said. 

The motel manager, nor the maid who found Alpha's body early Tuesday 
morning, can remember seeing anyone other than myself coming or going. No one 
ever requested the spare key to the room. Now of course Omega might have come, 
and very easily could have come, and gone, without being observed by anyone. I 
know firsthand, however, that Omega was not responsible for that last knock 
which Alpha had heard just before dying, for that had been me, and most 
assuredly Alpha was entirely alone in the room at the time. It was obvious to me 
then that Alpha was having another dream. Prior to that last imaginary visit that 
took place late Monday night not long before Alpha's death, there is presently no 
way of knowing whether Omega ever actually came to the motel. From all that I 
overheard during my three unexpected visits it can most certainly be said, though, 
that Alpha's remaining days were spent in the arms of Omega. The question 
remains if those arms were imaginary on every occasion, or real on perhaps one? 

The first night when I went to visit Alpha at the Heart-to- Heart motel to 
follow up on our interview I happened to overhear, before being admitted into the 
room, the dream that Alpha was having, which I have already related to you 
readers. What no one knows, including the police, is that I returned on two more 
occasions and overheard the majority of two more one-sided conversations Alpha 
had with the mysterious and, most definitely during those occasions, imaginary 
Omega. I knocked on both nights, but each time Alpha was asleep, so on both 
occasions instead of rousing Alpha by knocking repeatedly, I hid beneath the 
window. With my presence unknown I stood outside listening for any forthcoming 
information that Alpha might not volunteer otherwise, like while awake during an 
interview. I admit that I was hoping to hear something revealing about Alpha's 
life, or to learn the entire identity of the person Alpha spoke to during sleep. All I 
ever heard, however, was a first name and an extremely common one at that. On 
my third and final visit, standing outside the window, I could see, through a crack 
in the curtains, the empty pill bottle. It was painfully apparent to me by Alpha's 
position on the bed that the suicide, which Alpha had spoke so pointedly of during 
our first interview, was in progress. It was during our first interview when I 
promised not to interfere and I kept my word. It was an act of euthanasia that was 
being committed inside the motel room. Who was I to interfere with a person 
putting an end to such endless misery? What I did, however, was turn on my tape 
recorder, as I had also done the night before. I held the microphone up against the 


screen window, and by doing so I was able to record the conversation, which for 
the most part I have also already related to you readers. Since Alpha's suicide I 
have played the tape over several times to see if I can make sense out of the many 
seemingly preposterous claims made. Alpha, albeit incoherently, had been clearly 
talking about past lives. Antony and Cleopatra were mentioned, and so were 
Gertrude Stein and her lover Alice B. Toklas. At the time it seemed impossible to 
me that Alpha and Omega could be the reincarnation of some of history's most 
famous couples. It seemed more reasonable to assume that Alpha, being so close 
to death, was delirious and having delusions, than to believe that it was actually 
true and Alpha was somehow able to see back in time. The next night was the 
same except that now Alpha was seeing forward. This time it seemed feasible to 
conclude that Alpha was delirious from an overdose of phenobarbital. 
Nevertheless, I walked away from the window on both occasions in awe. I could 
not help believing that they had been lovers throughout eternity and were destined 
to share another lifetime together? Were Alpha and Omega going to be reborn as a 
young beautiful girl, and ahandsome young man with a scar or a birthmark on his 
forehead? I asked myself. And if so, when were they destined to be born again? 
Needless to say, returning to my car on the night of my last visit, I was intrigued, 
but that was only the outset of what would later become an obsession. 

Leaving Alpha alone to die that evening was the most difficult thing Ihave 
ever had to do. After a few fitful hours of sleep, I returned early the following 
morning, parked my car on the shoulder of the highway, and waited for the maid 
to find the body. Soon after the parking lot of the Heart-to-Heart motel was 
bombarded by police, an ambulance, and finally the coroner. Reporters arrived in 
town from all across the nation. A famous film star had just committed suicide. It 
was headline news. Later that afternoon, as soon as Alpha's body was taken away 
to the coroner's office where an autopsy would be performed, I returned to my 
office at the Loveville Chronicle to listen again to the tape recording from the 
previous two nights. Although I decided it was nothing more than the dreams of a 
dying person that I was listening to, Icould not help wondering, because there 
seemed to be so much continuity to them, if during the dreams Alpha wasn't 
seeing something, namely their past lives and then finally their future life. "Until 
we meet again," Alpha had said with so much conviction it astounded me every 
time I heard it. 

The tape had just finished playing when by chance, or perhaps by the envisage 
of a purposeful fate, I was fortunate enough to observe on one of the inside pages 
of the Loveville Chronicle, that had been cluttering my desk for the past few days, 
a death notice for an accident victim on the previous Friday. The victim had the 
same first name as the person Alpha referred to while asleep. The name was a 
fairly common one, which as I've previously stated cannot be revealed for the sake 
of their privacy, so I shall continue to call the person in question, Omega. To 
pique my curiosity even further it was the same Friday that Alpha had arrived in 
town, and the accident had taken place on the only highway that goes to the 
Heart-to-Heart motel. It said the victim drove a car into a tree that had fallen 
across the road during the windstorm, which had resulted from the tornado. I 


immediately began to wonder if this was possibly the mysterious person that 
Alpha called "my true love?" Having been killed in a car accident would certainly 
explain why Omega had never come. I drove to the house of the deceased and 
rang the front door bell. As casually and a sympathetically as I could, I asked the 
grief-stricken spouse a series of questions. Right away I learned that the accident 
victim named in the paper did indeed die early Friday afternoon. "And did your 
spouse by any chance receive a phone call just before going out?" 

"I don't know. I wasn't at home." 

"Would you happen to know which direction "the deceased" was driving in." 

"Are you with the insurance company?" 

"No, I'm a reporter for the Loveville Chronicle." 

"West." 

"Did "the deceased" ever take a course in reincarnation at the community 
college?" 

"How did you know? It was right before we were married." 

"Did you ever hear "the deceased" mention a person by the name of Alpha?" 

"The movie star whose body they just found in a motel room?" 

"Yes," I replied. 

"Not anything in particular, but we always went and saw everyone of Alpha's 
movies as soon as they were released, though I could understand why myself. I 
never really cared too much for Alpha's movies." 

There was no doubt now in my mind that Alpha had only been dreaming all 
along. Omega had never made it to the motel, but had died while trying, and while 
travelling west towards the Heart- to-Heart motel. If Alpha had known that 
Omega had been killed in a rather freak accident en route to the Heart-to-Heart 
motel, Alpha a firm believer in all things mystical, would most certainly have 
been convinced that fate had intervened once again to keep them apart. And I 
suppose, for a person such as Alpha, who believed in parapsychology as well, it is 
possible that Omega might have somehow visited Alpha's dreams from the 
beyond, but from what I overheard on three separate occasions while 
eavesdropping outside of Alpha's open window it did not sound like Alpha was 
being visited by a disembodied spirit from the other side. It sounded more like the 
desiring dreams of a delirious invalid on the brink of death, who might have had 
some insight into the hereafter. 

Omega had been buried on Sunday afternoon in the same cemetery where 
Alpha was scheduled to be buried on the following Thursday aftemoon. After 
attempting the completion of some work for the Loveville Chronicle that had been 
piling up on my desk, I drove to the cemetery on the appointed day, and while 
waiting for Alpha's service to start, I found Omega's grave sight. It was still 
covered with an assortment of fresh flowers. There was no headstone, so I 
assumed that one was in the process of being inscribed. I walked back across the 
cemetery to where a large crowd was beginning to gather. Hundreds of people 
from Loveville and from all around the country had come to pay their respects to 
the dead film star. I stayed for as long as I could, but I confess to having left 
before the service was finished. I was very anxious to get to a phone. 


Larry Goodman had stopped teaching a course at the community college 
several years ago, but earlier in the day I had been able to track his most recent 
address with the help of a friend of mine who works in the record's department at 
the Loveville police station. Apparently, according to my friend's computer, Larry 
Goodman does not like to pay for parking tickets. I called him at the number I had 
been given. He was at home, and yes, he remembered Alpha and Omega. "They 
took one of my reincarnation courses. They were very much in love as I recall. 
They were always gazing at each other. Of course they tried to be discreet, but it 
was quite obvious to someone like me who was facing them from the front of the 
class that they were attracted to one another. What can I do for you?" 

"They both died within a few days of each other." 

"Yes I heard about Alpha's suicide. Not surprising, though, considering the 
disease that Alpha had. I didn't know, though, that Omega had died as well." 

"It was a car accident resulting from the tornado." 

"Oh, how tragic." 

"Well, the reason I'm calling you, Mr. Goodman, is I'd like to talk to you about 
reincarnation. Would it be possible to speak with you in person?" 

"You're a writer, you say?" 

"Yes, sir. I'm a reporter with the Loveville Chronicle, but I'm planning on 
writing a book about them?" 

"Alpha and Omega?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, how can I help?" 

"I have reason to believe that Alpha and Omega are going to be born again." 

"That's not so unusual, young man, we are all born again." 

"Yes, sir, but I think with your help I might be able to find them." 

"Searching for a soul can be very tedious work requiring years of patience, and 
very often the final result leads to a disappointing dead end." 

"Well, like I said I have reason to believe that at least one of them is going to 
be born again right here in Loveville." 

"Do you have any evidence?" 

"No, sir. Nothing solid. Just a lot of convictions and claims that Alpha made 
before dying, but they were strong enough to convince a former nonbeliever like 
myself that they are both coming back." 

"Many people, Alpha in particular if my memory is correct, are firm believers, 
who quite often become convinced that they know who they are going to be in 
their next life. They're very often wrong, and there's seldom any scientific proof to 
support their claims." 
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Larry Goodman had to go away for a few days to speak at a spiritual 


symposium out of state, so while waiting to see him I decided to interview Alpha 
and Omega's parents. Omega's parents granted me an interview right away, but 
they were still grieving so much at the time that I could not bring myself to 
question them. Iam not a reporter, after all, I'm an aspiring novelist 
supplementing his income by working part time for the Loveville Chronicle. As it 
was I did not need the callousness of a seasoned reporter, for they were more than 
willing to talk about Omega of their volition, Still, they offered nothing that could 
aid me in my search. Alpha's parents were a little more difficult to see; on account 
of Alpha's having been a famous film star everyone was pestering them for an 
exclusive interview. I was, however, able to gather one confirming piece of 
information from Alpha's mother. She remarked that when Alpha was a young 
child Alpha would often talk about having been a writer "before." I immediately 
remembered Alpha's claim to be the reincarnation of Gertrude Stein. Right after 
leaving the home of Alpha's parent's, I went to see Rick, the person that Alpha had 
told me was responsible for introducing the ill-fated lovers. There was no 
particular reason for my visiting these people except to verify a few facts about 
Alpha and Omega's life. Obviously none of the family members would be useful 
in tracking down the reincarnated Alpha and Omega assuming of course that they 
are even reincarnated, and that's assuming that reincarnation even exists, which at 
the time I felt was assuming a lot, since I still had my doubts. "Well, yes, I knew 
them fairly well," Rick told me. "Of course I haven't seen Alpha for fifteen years. 
No one in Loveville has. The last time I saw Alpha was in a bar on the main street 
of town. A few days later I heard that right after running out of the bar, Alpha 
went to Los Angeles." 

"Which bar is that?" 

"It closed a couple of years ago. It's a department store now." 

"Do you know why Alpha ran out of the bar?" I asked, for although Alpha had 
already informed me of the reason I thought that Rick might offer a varying 
viewpoint. 

"At the time I had no idea. I just thought it was strange, but you know a few 
years later it dawned on me." 

"What did?" 

"The fact that there was something going on between them." 

"Between Alpha and Omega?" 

"Yeah, it was obvious from the first day they met, but I never put it together 
until later. I was only eighteen at the time. I think Alpha and Omega were only a 
couple of years older." 

"They were both twenty," I told him. "So you're saying they were attracted to 
each?" 

"That's putting it mildly. It would be my guess that they were glued to each 
other, spiritually speaking." 

"And the three of you took a course in reincamation together at the community 
college?" 

"Yeah, that's right." 

"Do you still believe in reincarnation?" 


"You know it's funny you should ask, because I never did. In fact even when I 
finished the course I was still a complete skeptic, but just last year me and my 
wife took a trip to the Caribbean and I experienced the most amazing sensation of 
having been there before." 

"Deja vu?" I asked. 

"Yeah, but you know, Alpha was the one who really believed. So did Omega, 
but Alpha knew almost as much as the teacher. I forget his name. Professor 
Niceman, or something?" 

"Goodman. Larry Goodman." 

"Professor Goodman, of course. Well, if the book you're writing is about 
reincarnation he's the one you should be talking to." 

"It's not really," [inaccurately replied, for I did not want to discuss the details 
of Alpha's deathbed proclamations, because for the most part they were nothing of 
the sort since they had been made in private. "It's a biography about Alpha, but, as 
a matter-of-fact, I'm going to see Professor Goodman this afternoon." 

Professor Goodman lives in T. Town. The actual name of the town is too well 
known and would be recognizable to you readers, so to protect the identity of the 
people appearing in the latter part of this book another pseudonym is necessary. I 
can, however, tell you of my incentive for calling it T. Town. The T. stands for the 
t in tornado, for it was the same town that had been hit by a tornado on the day of 
Alpha's untimely return. It is also befitting, because it was the tornado that 
inadvertently took Omega's life leaving Alpha to die alone feeling the pangs of 
what must have appeared to be an unrequited love. It is twenty miles from 
Loveville to T. Town. Professor Goodman's house is a small bungalow on a quiet 
tree filled street. I am fifteen minutes late arriving at his door, but he is waiting 
and quite eager to talk about one of his favorite subjects. "John, come in. Can I get 
you something to drink?" 

"A cup of coffee would be great, if it's no trouble?" 

"I've got some on, so it's no trouble at all. It'll just take a minute. Sit down." 

He returned from the kitchen carrying on a tray two cups of coffee, sugar, 
cream, and a half a dozen oatmeal cookies. "Help yourself," he said. 

"Thank you. You have a very nice house," I offhandedly remarked, for to be 
perfectly honest it was not until I made the remark that I took any notice of my 
surroundings. When I did I saw that I had been wrong, for there was really nothing 
at all "nice" about the house. It was dirty, and dusty, and decorated with books. 
Books were piled from the floor to the ceiling in every room that I could see. 

"Please, don't mind the mess. I live alone and I'm not much of a housekeeper. 
I'm a voracious reader, though, as you can tell. Now, the other day on the phone 
you said you have reason to believe Alpha and Omega are going to be reborn." 

"Yes I do." 

"Well, I know that we are all reincarnated, so astatement as such doesn't raise 
my eyebrows in the least, if you know what I mean? I'm more interested in what 
leads you to believe they are going to be reincarnated?" 

I told him all that I had overheard outside Alpha's motel room window. "Since 
I spoke with you I've been doing a little reading myself and I've been wondering if 


Alpha might have been what is referred to as an "enlightened soul," a person who 
is more capable than most of seeing past life experiences?" 

"It's very possible. During my years of research I've encountered many such 
people. But, you do realize that Alpha and Omega may not be born right away? 
They might stay in another dimension for many, many years. There's really no way 
of knowing, and even if they are born immediately, one would have to wait until 
they were grown before any sort of testing could be done, and then of course 
there's the problem of finding them to begin with." 

"I was thinking about checking all the births in the area on the day of their 
deaths." 

"At the very least it's a long shot, and you did say that you have no names to go 
on." 

"No I don't, but I've read that very often when the lives of two people in love 
are ended here on earth in a tragic or sudden manner that right after their death 
their souls return to a new body in order to be reunited as soon as possible." 

"Yes, I've heard of several such cases, but it is not a definitive rule. All souls 
have certain karmic obligations to fulfil in each successive life, so they have to be 
very particular when choosing their next life." 

"Then you saying a baby that was born on either of the days that Alpha and 
Omega died is probably another soul that chose it's parents sometime prior?" 

"Not necessarily. A soul can inhabit it's new body as soon as the spermatozoon 
enters the ovum or anytime after, that it so chooses. Transmigration can take place 
during or after delivery. One theory is that the soul enters the infant at the time of 
birth and prior to delivery the fetus has no soul. Others believe that the soul is 
present from the outset of fertilization." 

"Which do you believe?" 

"I'm inclined to uphold both doctrines. Either philosophy is true. It depends on 
the individual soul. Take an abortion for example. A soul knows beforehand not 
to inhabit a fetus that is fated to be aborted. Anti-abortionists are wrong in 
believing abortion kills a human being with a soul, for whenever a woman has an 
abortion she is doing nothing more than ending an unwanted pregnancy. In such 
cases the fetus has no soul. Would a soul that has been in existence for thousands 
of years choose a fetus that was about to be aborted, or a baby that was going to be 
a still born? Certainly not. What could the purpose of that possibly be? But, you 
see, John, there really is no way of knowing where to look without much more 
information than you have to go on. Alpha and Omega could have been reborn 
back into this world moments after their respective deaths or they might not return 
for centuries." 

"But hypnotizing someone to find out their past life is possible?" 

"Very often it is, but again you are going to have to wait for many years before 
that becomes an option. An average parent is hardly going to allow some stranger, 
who beliefs their offspring is the reincarnation of a film star, to hypnotize their 
child. You may have to wait until the child is of legal age to make the decision 
themselves, but even then they may not agree to undergo hypnosis for a variety of 
reasons. It might be against their religious beliefs, or they may simply not believe. 


And even if they do agree undergo hypnotherapy not everyone is enlightened 
enough even under hypnosis to look back into a previous life. There may be a 
mental block. Some people cannot be hypnotized. Others can fall into a trance 
very easily. Very often children are the most susceptible subjects for past life 
regressive therapy, for the simple reason that they are closer to their past life. The 
longer one lives the more new memories made up in this life cloud the past life. 
Very often when we hear children of a young age say I used to be a fire fighter or 
a doctor or a lawyer they are referring to their past life, but of course our western 
society disregards the remarks as childish gibberish." 

"Alpha's mother told me that Alpha used to talk about being a writer. And 
Alpha claimed to be the reincarnation of Gertrude Stein." 

"Yes, well there are probably more than a thousand people who claim the same 
thing. The world is full of want-to-be's." 

"Maybe, but I'd like you to listen to something." I took out my tape recorder 
and played the cassette of Alpha's last two nights on earth. Alpha's pain stricken 
voice filled the room. "You were the son of a Pharaoh in ancient Egypt. I was the 
daughter of a Roman emperor." There was a pause of silence during which time I 
presume Omega, either imaginary or real and returned from the dead in some 
phantasmagorical form, spoke to Alpha. "Oh yes. We were madly in love, but 
your brother betrayed us and you were killed by a member of my father's army. 
Finally, I went insane and I drank from a bottle of poison." More silence. 

"We were pioneers here in America. We had many children. We lived long and 
prosperous lives. We both died of old age within a few weeks of each other." 
Silence. "We once lived together in London, England during the early nineteenth 
century." Another break in the conversation. "We have always been lovers." 
Pause. "Our karma caught up with us." Another pause. "Oh yes. We shared many 
existences together in Egypt, but once when I was in Paris making a film I 
recalled that we had lived there together as women in the early part of the 
twentieth century. Lesbians were fashionable at the time and we were very much 
in love with each other. I was Gertrude Stein and you were Alice B. Toklas." A 
short pause. "Yes, we have been famous for many of our existences. Centuries 
before Gertrude and Alice I was Mark Antony and you Cleopatra." A section of 
blank tape played silently from where I had fast forwarded it before recording on 
the following night. "Where am I?" the drugged voice of Alpha now asked. 
"Where are you? Are you there? It's all so blurry." A pause. "Oh, but you're so 
young. You're just a boy. You can't be more than thirteen or fourteen years old." I 
pressed the fast forward button to move more quickly past the part where Alpha 
had digressed during the dream and had talked about the song that Omega had 
written. For the time being I only needed for Larry Goodman to hear what was 
relevant to my case of reincarnation. "Oh, you look so different? It's going to be 
difficult getting used to you, but how silly of me to say such a thing, because after 
I'm reborn I won't remember. We'll fall in love all over again." Silence. "No, 
you're no longer Omega. Your soul is the same, but you have a different identity 
and a different body." Another pause. "I'm talking about the next time, my love." 
Pause. "When we are born again." Pause. "Next time when we meet you will be a 


young boy with a scar on his forehead. Why do you have a scar on your 
forehead?" A long pause. "Of course it's you, my love, but in a different body. The 
body of a young boy with a small scar on his forehead. How did it happen? Did 
you fall? Or wait, maybe it's a birthmark? I can't tell. It's all so blurry." Silence. 
"No, I can see my surroundings and I can feel certain things, but I don't have 
access to information." More silence. "I'm not sure. It's unclear. I can't see myself, 
but I can see Loveville. I'm living in Loveville. I'm young and I feel beautiful and I 
feel likea girl. Yes, I can feel my breasts and further down my vagina. In my next 
life I'm a beautiful young girl, and in yours, you are a handsome young man who 
has a small mark on his forehead." Another pause. "No, but Loveville is larger. 
The population has grown." Pause. "I can see my new parents." Pause. "They're 
too far away, and it's all so vague." Pause. "No, I can't see myself." Pause. "Yes. I 
live in a big red brick house directly across from the community college." I 
pressed stop, for all that remained were some parting words tragically spoken just 
prior to Alpha's adjournment, which I did not want to hear again. 

"A red brick house across from the community college?" Professor Goodman 
replied. "That's promising. Have you checked it out?" 

"Yes, but unfortunately there is no such house. There's a open field across from 
the college." 

"That birthmark mentioned is another possible lead, but like you said on the 
phone it is certainly not a solid one." 

"In one of the books I read about reincarnation it said something about 
birthmarks being left over from an event that happened in the previous life." 

"That's very true. I've seen people who have birthmarks that are in the identical 
spot where they were shot or stabbed or in some way fatally wounded in a past 
life." 

"Alpha said that the mark was on the young boys forehead, and according to 
the coroner, Omega wasn't wearing a seat belt and went head first through the 
windshield." 

Professor Goodman smiled and shook his head. "That's an interesting 
hypothesis, but it's of very little use in finding them. I'm afraid you're up against a 
brick wall or at the very least an extremely long wait." 
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I did not have to wait as long as I might have if circumstances, or fate, had not 
swung in my favor. To begin with I checked all the hospitals in the vicinity and 
within a radius of a hundred miles. There were not as many births as I feared there 
would be. With the exception of Loveville and T. Town it was a rather rural area. 
There were only twenty nine babies born between the time of Omega's death and 
two days after Alpha's. Not one of the fourteen boys born had the birthmark or 
scar that Alpha had mentioned seeing on the reincarnated Omega. On a more 


positive note there was a baby girl born in Loveville very near the time of Alpha's 
death, but the child's parents lived with their parents in the west end of town, 
which was in the opposite direction from the community college. There name was 
Johnson. They were an upper middle class family and the little girl in question 
was their first and only child. [had a hunch that she might be the reincarnated film 
star, but I had no proof and no way of finding out for sure for several years at the 
very least. There was another baby girl born in Loveville on Tuesday afternoon. 
The coroner, who had performed the autopsy on Alpha's corpse, had determined 
the time of death to be somewhere between two a.m. and five a.m. Tuesday 
morning. The parents of this child also lived in the west end. Their name was 
Steinburg. Alpha had never mentioned anything about being born into a Jewish 
family, but then there was a lot that Alpha had not mentioned, so again I had no 
way of knowing. Another girl was born at the home of the Simpson family, who 
lived on a farm just outside of Loveville. Like all the other parents I spoke with, I 
told them that I was a reporter doing an article on the sudden rise of births in the 
United States. I had no idea whether there was a rise or a decline in babies being 
born across America. It was purely pretense on my part. "Would it be possible for 
me to see your little girl?" 

"She's sleeping," Mrs. Simpson said, "but if you'd like to take a peek in the 
nursery." 

"She's lovely," I said. 

"We were hoping for a girl. We have two boys." 

"You've been blessed," I replied and then I left no further ahead in my search. 
On the drive back into Loveville I had to ask myself what I was hoping to gain by 
going to see these infants. By the few facts Alpha had left behind there was no 
way of pin pointing the precise child. I knew that I would need a miracle, so while 
waiting for it I decided to concentrate on finding the boy. I widened the radius of 
my search and continued to look for baby boys born with a birthmark on their 
forehead, but of course if it was a scar that Alpha had seen it would not be present 
until the event that caused it took place. The longer I looked and the more babies I 
saw the more discouraged I became. I was losing hope altogether of ever finding 
Alpha and Omega, and then one day having come to a seemingly dead end I 
decided to put my book about them away. In the bottom drawer of my desk it 
would lay untouched for several years, along with a list of all the infants I had 
investigated. It was not forgotten it was only put on hold. In the meantime I sold 
my interview with Alpha to a New York based magazine and I became a bit of a 
celebrity myself. I made enough money to spend my time writing a fiction novel, 
and I was able to move into a larger apartment. I ran into Rick several times in 
town. He would usually ask me how the Alpha and Omega story was coming 
along. I always felt obliged to answer him rather evasively by saying something 
like "It's getting there," or 'T'll be done soon," or "Just a few more rewrites," for I 
could not bring myself to tell him that I was unable to finish it until they were 
reborn and I located their reincarnated souls. Furthermore, it was painful for me to 
discuss it in any detail, for with each passing year I became more acutely aware 
that it was highly possible that I would never be able to finish it. It was not until 


five years had passed when fate intervened once again and I had my first lead or 
lucky break as it were. I was about to sit down at my computer to begin work on 
my latest novel when I absentmindedly sat down on my reading glasses instead. 
Naturally, they broke and because I needed them to write I made an appointment 
with my optometrist to have them fixed the following morning. In order to get to 
the optometrist's office I had to drive by the community college. I very seldom 
took this route, for there was nothing on this side of town that wasn't on my own 
except for my optometrist. As soon as I approached the community college I 
noticed there was a cement foundation for a house in what had been that 
disappointing vacant field. The "For Sale" sign that had probably been posted in 
the ground for quite some time said that the property had been "Sold." Until now 
it had never occurred to me that the empty lot might be on the market and that a 
good reporter would keep tabs on any prospective buyers. I parked my car on the 
street in a place where parking was not permitted. I was so excited that my hands 
were shaking as I ran across the street. Five feet in front of me on the ground were 
enough red bricks to build a very big house. I found the foreman of the 
construction team and asked him who was building here. "The owners? You just 
missed them. They were here checking up on our progress." 

"Do you know their name?" I asked anxiously. 

"Ah, a Mr. and Mrs. Johnson," he said. My intuition told me that they were the 
same Johnson's who had had a baby five years earlier at six a.m. on the day of 
Alpha's death. Clearly, I could remember the Johnson's baby girl had been born 
only an hour after Alpha's approximate time of death. Her being the first girl 
delivered in Loveville after Alpha's demise was part of the reason I'd felt so sure 
at the time that she was the one. Feeling a rush of anticipation I returned to my 
car, and not caring whether I missed my appointment or not, I drove back across 
town to the street where the Johnson's lived. It had been five years since I had 
been to their home and presently I could not remember their house number. I had 
their address in my files at home, but I decided to drive up and down the street a 
few times to see if I recognized their house. It made sense that they were building 
a new home, for as I recalled they were living with Mrs. Johnson's parents. I 
turned and drove back down the street, and several houses ahead I recognized not 
the house but Mrs. Johnson herself. She had just gone outside with her daughter, 
who now appeared to be the epitome of a pretty little five year old girl. They were 
getting into their station wagon. I stopped my car two houses away, and it was 
while gazing through my windshield at the laughing little girl when I became 
certain of having found Alpha reincarnated. 
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Only from a distance was I able to watch the Johnson family, for although I 
was anxious to take them into my confidence I was too afraid to approach them. I 
wanted to talk first with professor Goodman to get his advice, but he had gone to 


Tibet for the summer on a spiritual retreat. He would not be returning until the 
fall. It did not take the skills of a highly trained detective for me to find out that 
indeed it was the same Johnson's who were building themselves a red brick house 
directly across from the community college. It had simply been a matter of 
following the family one Saturday afternoon to the house that was rapidly being 
constructed. Quite often I also followed the young girl to and from school hoping 
for some clue that would further affirm the fact that she was the reincarnation of 
Alpha. Sometimes I would spend more than an hour watching her in the 
playground with the other children. Of course nothing ever occurred that could 
help me confirm who she had been in her past life. I wanted to speak with her, but 
I was too afraid of approaching the child without her parents permission, and 
because I was almost positive her parents would say "no" I put off speaking with 
them as well for the rest of the summer. Near the end of August, from the parking 
lot of the community college, I watched the Johnson family move into their new 
home. The following evening, parked in the same spot, I could tell that Alpha's 
bedroom window looked directly onto the community college. 

Finally, in the fall, two weeks prior to professor Goodman's return, I decided it 
was time for me to approach the Johnson's. Feeling that Mrs. Johnson might be 
more open to the idea of reincarnation than Mr. Johnson, I chose to confront the 
former. From what I could tell, Mr. Johnson, a business attorney at one of the 
most prestigious law firms in Loveville, would scoff at the very idea that a film 
star who died five years ago was born again in the body of his daughter, whom I 
have come to call "Juliet." Because of a comment made by Mrs. Johnson on the 
day of our disastrous encounter I thought it was a befitting pseudonym. 
Furthermore, once again the true identity of the two young people in question 
must be kept confidential for the sake of their privacy, so for that reason alone I 
will continue to refer to her as Juliet. And if the reincarnated Omega is ever found 
I shall refer to him as Romeo, regardless of what his real name might be. 

Alpha had been right when saying, "In my next life I'm a beautiful young girl," 
for Juliet was a ravishing child. Though too young at the time she possessed more 
than enough beauty to have been the young maiden that William Shakespeare 
visualized for the protagonist in his play Romeo and Juliet. Her curly blonde hair 
that might have darkened, like her mother's had, by the time she was four or five, 
remained almost platinum blonde and hung past her shoulders. Her skin, her teeth, 
her facial features, and her slim figure, were all in perfect proportion for a five 
year old. She had a captivating smile, and from what I could tell she was very 
popular amongst her schoolmates. 

"Hello, Mrs. Johnson, my name is John. I'm a reporter with the Loveville 
Chronicle. May I come in?" 

"Well, my husband is at work." 

I smiled a smile that I thought would best assure her of her safety in my 
presence. "It won't take long." 

"All right, come in." 
"It's a lovely home." 
"We just moved in about a month ago. I haven't finished decorating. Sit down, 


please." 

I looked around the living room and peered as far as I could into the dining 
room, but I was unable to see the young girl. "Excuse me, but don't I know you?" 
Mrs. Johnson asked putting an abrupt end to my search for Juliet. 

"Ah, I don't think so." 

"Weren't you doing an article on the decline of babies being born in America?" 

"Oh yes, did I talk to you?" 

"I believe so." 

"Well, I interviewed so many parents, I'm afraid I don't remember." I 
deliberately lied, and I immediately felt guilty for doing so. 

"Are you researching another article?" Mrs. Johnson asked politely. 

"Not exactly." 

"What can I do for you then?" 

Awkwardly, I explained the story of Alpha and Omega to date and some of my 
hopes of reuniting the two. I was grateful that Mrs. Johnson remained silent 
throughout, though I was readily able to discern a great deal of disbelief in her 
eyes as she patiently waited for me to finish. When I had, she said, "You believe 
my five year old daughter is the reincarnation of an old dead film star that 
committed suicide?" 

"I believe there's a very strong possibility." 

"Well, even if what you're saying is true, I am rigorously opposed to the idea 
Putting those two together at such an earlier age could be like playing with fire. 
Didn't you ever read Romeo and Juliet?" she asked, and then she went on to say 
something about not wanting her daughter being a twentieth century Juliet. 

"At this point they're only five years old, so I don't think there's much chance 
of them falling in love even if they were reunited. Besides we haven't even found 
Omega yet." 

"You haven't found Alpha either." 

"I'm convinced that I have." 

"Well, I don't believe in reincarnation," replied Mrs. Johnson. "The whole idea 
is absurd." 

"I don't think it's absurd, but I can understand you reluctance. I used to be a 
skeptic myself." 

"What changed your mind?" 

"Five years ago I overheard a dream that Alpha had." 

"A dream?" 

"Yes, but I believe it was precognitive dream. It was the night that Alpha died 
of a drug overdose, and, since that night I've been searching for them both." 

"And did that movie star actually say, 'L am going to be reborn again as Mrs. 
Johnson's daughter?" 

"Not exactly." 

"Then what exactly?" 

"Alpha spoke out loud during the dream, and said, In my next life I'm a 
beautiful young girl. I live in a big red brick across directly across from the 
community college, in Loveville.' Of course, at the time there was nothing here 


but a vacant lot. I admit, until now, I was discouraged." 

"And that's all you have to go on?" Mrs. Johnson asked disdainfully. 

"No, your daughter was born only an hour after Alpha's death." 

"That's hardly conclusive, but just supposing what you say is true, what do you 
want from my daughter?" 

"Has she ever spoken to you seemingly out of context?" 

"I'm not sure I know what you mean?" 

"Has she ever said anything about her name being Alpha, or about a person by 
the name of Omega?" 

"No, never." 

"What about movies? Has she ever mentioned anything about her being a 
movie star? Sometimes children remember past lives without the aid of hypnosis." 

"She's an ordinary child. She's happy and healthy. And what do you mean, 
without the aid of hypnosis? Surely, you're not hoping to hypnotize her?" 

"Well, yes, with your permission I'd like to do just that." 

"Absolutely not." 

"It's perfectly safe. There's a hypnotherapist in T. Town who specializes in past 
life regressive therapy. He's a highly respected psychiatrist." 

"Get out of my house." 

"I assure you no harm can come to the child." 

"Get out, or I'll call the police." 

"If I could just talk to Juliet?" 

"If you ever go near my daughter I'll have you arrested. Now please leave." 

I left my phone number on a desk by the front door, and on impulse I also left a 
copy of Alpha's interview that I had brought with me, as well as a duplicate 
cassette recording of Alpha sleep talking. "If you change your mind," was the last 
thing I told her, but little did I know just how long I would have to wait before 
Mrs. Johnson would change her mind. 
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Nine long years went by before I received a phone call from Mrs. Johnson and 
was able to return to the home of Juliet. During that time I had become quite an 
authority on the subject of reincarnation and had published several articles in 
various magazines about past life experiences. I regularly travelled around the 
country interviewing people who claimed to remember previous incarnations. At 
first, I was surprised by the vast number of past life postulators, but the sheer 
volume of them, along with their sincerity of being able to see back in time, soon 
turned my skepticism into absolute faith. I became an adherer of reincarnation. I 
never forgot about my unfinished novel of Alpha and Omega. I had even 
discussed it at length with my book editor in New York, who was just as eager as I 
to find the denouement of Alpha and Omega's story. There was still no sign, 
however, of Omega having been reborn. Had I known, though, that fate would do 
all the work my search for the young boy with a mark on his forehead would have 
been far less frenzied. As it was I had continued to look, and I suppose, along with 


many other people who all had a role to play, it was my meddling that was 
instrumental in fate getting Alpha and Omega back together again. 

"Of course I remember you, Mrs. Johnson. How can I help you?" I asked with a 
familiar tone of voice, even though nearly had decade had passed since our 
previous conversation. 

"It's regarding Juliet." 

"What about her?" 

"She can't sleep. She's been having nightmares. She's depressed most of the 
time. And now the doctors want to put her on some kind of medication." 

"What kind of nightmares?" I asked. 

"It's going to sound silly." 

"Nothing you could tell me will sound silly," I assured her. 

"She talks about her life in the movies. She wakes up in the middle of the night 
screaming, and calling out the name Omega." 

"Do you realize that that's the person your daughter was in love with in her last 
life?" I asked gladly, and if it had not been for Mrs. Johnson not sharing in my 
enthusiasm I would have been unable to further control my excitement. 

"Yes, I realize. After you left my house that day I read Alpha's interview and 
then I listened to the tape you gave me." 

"Is there any possibility that your daughter might have as well?" I inquired, for 
cases of fraud were not uncommon. I had seen many charlatans myself, so it 
immediately crossed my mind that if Juliet had heard the tape and had read the 
interview she could very easily be playing a prank on her parents for some 
adolescent reason. 

Mrs. Johnson laughed bitterly. "I wish that were the case, but it's not." 

"How can you be so sure?" 

"I threw the interview and the tape into the trash nine years ago on the same 
day you came to our house, and as you know Juliet was only five years old at the 
time. There is no way that she could know anything about your visit." 

"What about your husband? Could he have told her?" 

"I never mentioned anything about the tape or the interview to my husband. In 
fact, I never thought anymore about Alpha and Omega until the first time I heard 
Juliet call out Omega's name in her sleep. I thought about calling you several 
months ago, but I threw your number away at the same time as the tape and the 
interview. I've tried to convince myself that all of this is just a coincidence, but 
whatever it is Juliet is getting worse. She sits up every night in bed screaming, and 
then she starts to complain about the pain and the fact that she is dying. I have to 
shake her several times to wake her up. She's been to four different doctors, but 
they all have a different diagnose. So, this morning I called the Loveville 
Chronicle and they gave me your home phone number. I don't know what else to 
do. You're my last hope." 

"I'd like to talk to your daughter. Is there some place where we can all meet?" 

"You can come to the house. My husband's at work. He doesn't know anything 
about my calling you. He wouldn't approve." 

"I understand. I can be there in fifteen minutes." 


After I hung up I called Larry Goodman, but all I got was his answering 
machine. The recording said he was out of town for a few days. I left a message 
asking him to call me as soon as he got back. "Good news. Juliet's mother just 
phoned me," I added to the answering machine. Then I drove to the house of Juliet 
Johnson. 

"Thank you for coming," Mrs. Johnson said, as I entered the house. 

"I'm glad you decided to call. Where's Juliet?" 

"She's up in her room." 

It occurred to me that it was a week day and that Juliet should have been in 
school. I inquired. "She wasn't feeling well this morning," Mrs. Johnson 
explained. "She had one of her bad dreams last night and couldn't get back to 
sleep. I was up all night with her." 

We went into the living room where it became obvious to me that Mrs. 
Johnson had spent at least part of the past decade decorating. Sitting across from 
each other on opposing love seats I waited for Mrs. Johnson to begin. She was 
distraught and I could tell that she was not eager to start talking to me about 
reincarnation. "I still don't believe that what you told me is possible," she said to 
confirm my suspicions. 

"Maybe it's not important that you believe. Maybe all that matters is you're 
willingness to keep an open mind for your daughter's well being." 

"As a child she was always so happy, but now she's depressed all the time. 
What do you think the dreams she's been having mean?" 

"I'm not sure. How long has she been having the nightmares?" 

"They began about a year ago." 

"How old is she now?" I asked aloud, though a quick calculation of my own 
told me that Juliet was fourteen. 

"We just celebrated her fourteenth birthday. We threw her a party, hoping that 
it would cheer her up, but she was so despondent that day she wouldn't even come 
downstairs. Finally, all her friends had to be sent home. Juliet just stayed in bed 
all day crying. Whenever I ask her why? She says she doesn't know." 

"How is she doing in school?" 

"She gets very good grades, and I have always been told by her teachers that 
she's an exceptionally bright student, but for the past year she has been having 
trouble concentrating and her grades have dropped." 

"Did anything happen a year ago that might have triggered her behavior." 

"No, nothing that I can think of." 

"Has she begun her period?" 

"Yes." 

"When?" I asked. 

"About a year ago, but how could that account for her having nightmares?" 
asked Mrs. Johnson. 

"She became a woman," I replied. 

"Yes, but what does that have to do with anything? It's hardly an uncommon 
occurrence for a thirteen year old girl to begin her menstrual flow." 

"With puberty comes feelings of love, or in the case of Alpha unrequited love. 


Are you familiar with the term regressive therapy?" I asked. 

Mrs. Johnson shook her head. "Not really." 

"Well, of course I'm not a doctor, but from everything I know I believe it might 
help Juliet. Do you remember me telling you about a hypnotherapist in T. Town 
who specializes in regressive therapy?" 

"You think Juliet should see a hypnotherapist?" 

"Yes, and as I told you before he's highly respected. And, not only is he a 
qualified psychiatrist he's also a personal friend of mine. His name is Benjamin 
Bernard. I can make an appointment for Juliet to see him. And if you don't want 
your husband to know, I can take the two of you into T. Town myself." 

"I think it would be best if my husband doesn't find out, at least until we've got 
more answers. What exactly is this therapy?" 

"The subject or patient is put under hypnosis and taken back to view their 
previous life." 

"Is it painful?" 

"Not at all." 

"I picture a scientific type laboratory with all kinds of electrodes being injected 
into my daughter?" 

"No, it's nothing at all like that. It will take place in the psychiatrist's office. 
Soothing music is played. Even the walls are painted a pale green, which is 
supposed to be a soothing color. The lights are soft and low. And doctor Bernard 
is one of the most patient and gentle men I know. He has two children of his 
own." 

"And you think it will help my daughter?" 

"Yes, from what you've told me of her symptoms I think it will." 

Mrs. Johnson rose from her seat and called her daughter downstairs. "Juliet. 
Juliet." A moment later she came into the living room. Upon first glance I was 
slightly disappointed to see there was no resemblance at all to Alpha in any aspect 
of her person. For some reason I was expecting some overt similarity that would 
be irrefutable proof of her being the reincarnation of Alpha. She was, without a 
doubt, still extremely beautiful. In the past nine years she had blossomed into an 
exquisite young woman. Her clothes and her decorum were those ofa typical 
fourteen year old. I tried to look past the present day trappings to see some sign of 
the legendary Gertrude Stein, or the Roman statesman and general Mark Antony. 
Every book that I have ever read on the subject of reincarnation said the eyes are 
the windows of the soul, so it was in Juliet's eyes that I looked most closely for 
some clue. 

"Juliet, this is John." 

"Hello, Juliet." 

"Hello." 

"He's going to try to help you," Mrs. Johnson offered. 

"How?" Juliet asked. 

"Anyway I can. How are you feeling today?" I asked. 

"I'm tired. I have trouble sleeping, and I feel depressed all the time. Are you a 
doctor?" 


"No, I'm just a friend of your mother's. Do you have any idea why you're 
depressed?" 

"No. I just know that I am." 

"What can you tell me about the nightmares you've been having?" 

"Nothing," Juliet answered. 

Mrs. Johnson looked at me with an expression of despair, and said, "When she 
wakes up, she doesn't remember anything." 
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"Are you comfortable, Juliet?" 

"Yes." 

"Ok, I want you to close your eyes." 

"Good. Now, I want you to relax your body and your mind. Good. Now, I want 
you to picture a peaceful place, a garden filled with plants and trees and flowers. 
Can you see such a place?" 

"Yes," Juliet replied. 

"Good. Now, keeping your eyes closed I want you to picture a healing light 
over your head moving slowly towards you. Can you see it?" 

"Yes." 

"Good. Keep looking into the light. That's good, Juliet. Now, we're going to go 
slowly back in time. Good. Now, I want you to tell me what the year is. Just say 
whatever number comes to mind." 

"30." 

"What is 30?" asked doctor Bernard. 

"The year." 

"The year is 30?" 

"Yes, it's 30 BC." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes." 

"Who are you?" 

"I'm Mark Antony." 

"The Roman general?" 

"No longer. I am in exile in Egypt where I have just been told that Cleopatra, 
my true love, has taken her life, so I too must die. I shall commit suicide by falling 
upon my own sword." 

"Juliet, can you hear me?" 

"Yes." 

"I want you to quickly move forward through time until you to come to your 
most recent incarnation when you were known as Alpha. Juliet?" 

"Yes." 

"Are you there?" 


"Yes." 

"Who are you?" 

"I'm a famous movie star." 

"Do you know your name?" 

"It's Alpha." 

"Tell me what you see." 

"Movie cameras, and lots of people. Somebody's shoutin g." 

"Who is shouting?" 

"The director." 

"What is he shouting about?" 

"He's a she." 

"What is she shouting about?" 

"We have to shoot the scene over because I wasn't concentrating. She's angry." 

"Why weren't you concentrating?" 

"I was thinking about someone." 

"Do you know whom you were thinking about? " 

"Someone I loved long ago." 

"What is the name of the person you were in love with?" 

"Omega." 

"Juliet, what's the matter? Why are you crying?" 

"I'm in pain." 

"Are you still on the movie set?" 

"I'm in pain. I'm so sick. It's hurts. Make it stop." 

"Can you tell me where you are?" 

"I'm back in Loveville. It hasn't changed. It's still a small-minded town. I hate it 
here. My stomach hurts. There's a tornado warning. I'm in a motel room. Omega 
hasn't come. I keep having dreams. Where is Omega? It hurts. I'm in so much 
pain. I'm dying. I can't wait any longer. Where is Omega? Why hasn't Omega 
come? Omega! Omega!" 

Mrs. Johnson and myself were waiting in an outer room when we heard 
screaming coming from inside doctor Bernard's office. Mrs. Johnson jumped up, 
threw open the door, and ran to Juliet, who was still under hypnosis and was 
crying the same tears that Alpha had cried fourteen years ago. In the most 
persuasive manner that proper etiquette would permit I proceeded to pry Mrs. 
Johnson away from Juliet. "That's enough," Mrs. Johnson shouted to doctor 
Bernard. 

"Juliet, I want you to come back to the present time. You are a fourteen old girl 
again. Your name is Juliet Johnson, and when you awake you will feel totally 
refreshed." 

Juliet opened her eyes and after adjusting to her present surroundings she was 
surprised to see her mother and myself in the room. "Hi," she cheerfully said to us 
both. 

"Juliet, how do you feel?" doctor Bernard asked. 

"I feel fine." 

"Do you remember anything?" 


Juliet thought briefly and then said, "No, nothing at all. Did anything happen?" 

Doctor Bernard looked directly at Juliet's mother. "Mrs. Johnson, I'd like to 
make an appointment for another session?" 

"No. You're not hypnotizing my daughter again." 

"Juliet would you wait in the other room for your mother. I need to speak with 
her alone. It won't take long." 

Juliet rose from the chair she was sitting on, and had been sitting on during her 
journey back to 30 BC. "I'm all right, mom. I'm not scared. I want to do it. I 
already I feel better." 

When Juliet had left the room, doctor Bernard stated, "Mrs. Johnson, I believe 
your daughter has carried across the threshold of her last life some unresolved 
dilemmas. And the pain that your daughter is experiencing on a subconscious 
level can not be eliminated by drugs. There is only one permanent solution to the 
problem. Alpha, the person your daughter was in her last life, needs to be told that 
Omega was killed in a car accident, otherwise your daughter's soul might go on 
suffering needlessly. I think it will help Juliet a great deal to continue regressive 
therapy." 

"Are you sure hypnosis is the only way?" 

"I wouldn't suggest it if I didn't believe it was in your daughter's best interest." 

Mrs. Johnson turned to me. "I suppose there's no need to ask you what you 
think?" 

"I trust the doctor." 

"All right," she said with a heavy sigh. 

"Excellent. I'll schedule you an appointment for three o'clock tomorrow 
afternoon." Myself and Mrs. Johnson started to leave, but doctor Benjamin called 
me back. "John, I wanted to speak with you in private." 

"What is it?" I asked. 

"Was the girl told anything beforehand about Alpha?" 

"No. That was the first thing that I asked the mother and she swore she never 
mentioned any of it?" 

"And you believe her?" 

"Yes. It took her nine years to call. She's not looking for sensationalism. She 
hasn't even told her husband." 

"Well, she went back to 30 BC." 

"What? Your kidding?" 

"Would I joke about a patient of mine in a trance regressing two millenniums? 
She said she was Mark Antony." 

"That's what Alpha said fifteen years ago." 

"I know, I've listened to the tape several times. I wish you could find Omega's 
reincarnation. I think it would be extremely beneficial to Juliet if we could bring 
the two of them together." 

"I agree. What better way for Juliet to resolve her dilemma in this present life 
than to be reunited with Omega, the cause of the dilemma in her last life." 

"Exactly, and from a researcher's point of view it would be an incredible 
accomplishment," doctor Bernard remarked. 


I left his office wondering, though, if I would ever be able to find Omega's 
reincarnation. I now fully believed that he had been reborn just as Alpha had said, 
for nearly everything else that Alpha had said Juliet had just confirmed. There was 
now no reason at all to suspect that Omega had not been reborn as Alpha 
suggested. But, where was the young man with the scar or the birthmark on his 
forehead? Who was he in this life? And, where was he in this life? Where was 
Omega, or to be more attuned with the present day, where was Juliet's Romeo? 

The following moming, in my apartment, I took out my baby files, and while 
searching through an assortment of snapshots I found myself reciting aloud a line 
from Shakespeare's play. "O Romeo, Romeo. Wherefore art thou Romeo?" 
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I had searched through my files, and had added to my files, many times before. 
Never had I found even a single clue as to the new identity of Omega. Today was 
no different, except for the fact that I found myself more frustrated than usual and 
in a fit I threw the files onto the floor. While I was bent over retrieving them the 
phone rang. 

"John, this is Larry Goodman." 

"Larry. Good to hear from you. Did you get my message?" 

"Yes, I just got back, and I've got good news to match your good news." 

"I could use some." 

"I think I've found that person you've been looking for." 

"Omega? Are you serious? That's not good news, that's the best news I've ever 
heard." 

"Well, I can't take all the credit. In a manner of speaking he's the one that found 
me." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Well, it's funny. I've known him for about two years. He's been keeping care 
of my yard. You know, cutting my grass and trimming my hedges. His parents are 
poor. I met them a few years ago. They came up to me after a lecture I gave at the 
local high school about reincarnation. They're bom again Christians who believe 
that any creed outside of their own religion is a sin. I tried to explain that the 
existence of reincarnation was removed from the Bible by the Roman Catholic 
Church, but of course I couldn't convince them. You know the way people read 
what they want to into that book. Anyway, they had their youngest boy with them 
and the father mentioned that he was going to take him out of school and send him 
out to work. I took pity on the little fellow and to help secure his future in this 
world I offered him a part time job so that he could stay in school. I pay him three 
times as much as the job is worth, but he's a conscientious little worker and he's 
still in school, so my money's not going to waste." 

"Didn't I see him when I went to your house for dinner last time? He was 
raking the leaves on your front lawn." 

"Yeah, that's him." 

"So what makes you think he's the one we're looking for?" 


"Well, last week before I went away he had just finished cutting the grass and 
he mentioned that it had been a particularly bad week at home, which meant there 
was not much food in the house, so I told him that if he cleaned out my eaves 
troughs I would give him some extra money. They didn't need cleaning, but he 
and his father are both adamant about not accepting charity, so I had to devise 
some job. Anyway, he finished one of the troughs and was on his way up the 
ladder to start another when he slipped. I was inside the house at the time, but I 
heard the ladder fall and went running out. He had hit his forehead on one of the 
rungs. It was deep cut and there was a lot of blood, but it wasn't so bad that it 
needed stitches. I put a pressure bandage on it and drove him home. Then I went 
out of town. I had just gotten back this morning when he came to mow the lawn. I 
had not given the cut on his forehead another thought until today. He was working 
in the backyard and I was watching him from my kitchen window when it 
suddenly occurred to me that this boy is going to have a scar on his forehead just 
like the boy Alpha had talked about." 

"That doesn't prove he's the reincarnation of Omega. Hundreds of kids cut 
themselves on the forehead." 

"I know. I know. But, let me finish. I called him inside the house, gave him 
some lemonade, asked him a few questions, and then I hypnotised him." 

"You what?" 

"You heard me, I hypnotised him. I asked him if he wanted to play a game. I 
know it wasn't very professional of me, and there's the risk of being sued by his 
parents, but somehow I knew he was the one. I can't explain it except to say that I 
had a hunch." 

"I've had them myself," I said. 

"It's our higher selves at work," Larry replied. 

"Well, what happened?" 

"Just like I suspected he told me all about his former life as Omega. He talked 
about Alpha and the phone call, the tree that had fallen across the road, how he, or 
rather Omega, hadn't see it in time, the subsequent car crash, the fact that Omega 
wasn't wearing a seat belt as a result of having left in such a hurry to meet Alpha 
at the motel. Then right in my living room he began to cry. When I asked him why 
he was crying he told me he was upset about being killed so suddenly before 
seeing Alpha. He was Omega in his past life. Omega was sitting right in my living 
room." 

"This is fantastic," I said. 

"I thought you'd be pleased." 

"Is it possible that you could bring him to doctor Bernard's office this 
afternoon. Juliet's going in for another session at three o'clock." 

"Another? You mean she's already been?" 

"Yes, that's why I was calling you. Mrs. Johnson phoned me the other day, 
because Juliet has been having nightmares for the past year during which Mrs. 
Johnson has heard her calling out the name Omega. Apparently, Mrs. Johnson had 
read Alpha's interview and had listened to my tape recording, so when their family 
doctor suggested Juliet be put on an anti-depressant, Mrs. Johnson decided to call 


" 


"And you say Juliet's already been hypnotized?" 

"Yesterday was her first session?" 

"What happened?" 

"It was more revealing than anyone imagined. Juliet went all the way back to 
her life as Mark Antony." 

"Then Alpha was right." 

"Yes, and just yesterday doctor Bernard said he would like to put them both 
under simultaneously, but of course I had no idea where Omega might be. Now, 
though, if we could reunite them under hypnosis it might resolve the crisis of 
Omega's never having come to the motel." 

"You mean Alpha's soul will then know that Omega didn't forsake their love?" 
Larry asked. 

"Yeah, doctor Bernard feels it will give Juliet peace of mind." 

"It makes sense to me, and doctor Bernard's the best there is," Larry said. 

"So, do you think you can bring the boy?" 


"I'm not sure. He's gone home, but I'll see what I can do." 

"Where does he live?" 

"He's lives right here in T. Town." 

"Do you think his parents will object?" 

"I'm sure they would ifI were to tell them. They born again Christians, 
remember, who think that even talking about reincarnation is a sin." 

"How old is the boy by the way?" 

"He's the perfect age. He just turned fourteen. He was born on the very same 
day that Omega died." 

I further found out that the young man in question was amongst my files. 
While looking at his folder I remembered interviewing his parents, Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith, nearly a decade and a half earlier. Larry was not exaggerating when he said 
they were poor. I could clearly recall their house in T. Town was little more than a 
shack. But the fact that Alpha and Omega had been reborn only twenty miles apart 
was, I believed, compensation enough to make up for his situation in life. He 
could just as easily have been rebom on the opposite side of the globe, but their 
higher selves had obviously chosen to reunite. I decided not to call Mrs. Johnson 
to tell her the good news over the phone. I would wait until the appointment to tell 
her in person. I was afraid she might not come if she knew beforehand that Juliet's 
past life love was going to be present. 

"I can't wait to see their reaction when they see each other for the first time," 
Larry said to me on the phone. 

"Yeah, maybe afterwards we'll be able to write a thesis on love at first sight." 

Less than two hours later I was sitting with Juliet and Mrs. Johnson in doctor 
Bernard's waiting room. Larry Goodman and the reincarnated Omega had still not 
come. It was ten minutes to three and I realized that it was possible that Larry had 
not been able to arrange it. A moment later, however, my fears proved to be 
unfounded when Larry and the young man in question came into the room. I stood 


up. Juliet and Mrs. Johnson remained seated, for I had not told them yet about our 
discovery. "Larry, you made it." 

"Hi, John. This is the young man I was telling you about." 

"How are you doing?" I asked. 

"Ok. I thought you said we were going to the movies, Mr. Goodman?" 

"We are, but first there's someone I want you to meet," Larry said. 

Up until now I had been standing between the two teenagers thereby blocking 
both of their fields of vision. As of yet they had not seen each other, for Juliet had 
been reading amagazine when Larry and the young boy first entered the room. 
When I stepped out of the way and turned around to introduce them deliberately 
paused to see if any recognition on their part would be obvious. It was, for as soon 
as their eyes met they were both beholden to smile, and I was sure I saw in their 
faces some subconscious recognition. 

"Juliet Johnson, I'd like you to meet someone. This is Romeo Smith." 

"Hello," Juliet said. 

"Hello," Romeo answered nervously, like any boy his age would be around a 
girl as pretty as Juliet. 

"How did you get that cut on your forehead?" Juliet, who had stood up and had 
crossed the room with her mother, asked, for the cut had not healed entirely and it 
still had the appearance of being sore. 

"I fell off a ladder." 

"Does it hurt?" Juliet asked. 

"Not anymore," Romeo replied. 

"Romeo is going to join us in our session today," I told Juliet just as doctor 
Bernard stepped out of his inner office. I took him aside to explain. Larry joined 
us, which left Romeo and Juliet alone in another corner of the room, while Mrs. 
Johnson remained resolutely in the middle of the room so as to hear everything 
that everyone was saying. 

"You should have seen the way they just looked at each other?" I whispered to 
doctor Bernard. 

"I certainly did, and so did Mrs. Johnson. I dont think she's too pleased," Larry 
said. 

"I suppose I wouldn't be either if I witnessed my fourteen year old daughter 
experiencing love at first sight," I offered, and I must admit that none of us took 
into consideration the possibility of creating a real life Romeo and Juliet just like 
Mrs. Johnson had foreseen nearly a decade ago. That they would wind up falling 
desperately in love like they had in their last life never entered our minds at the 
time. We were all too much concerned with our own motives. I was too concerned 
with a conclusion for my book. Larry in the scientific ramifications of their case, 
and doctor Bernard in putting an end to Juliet's subconscious and conscious 
suffering. 

"We were wondering if it would be possible for both of us to be present?" I 
asked. 

"I don't see any problem, so long as the mother agrees," doctor Bernard said. 

"If they can be present then so can I," Mrs. Johnson, having overheard my 


request, announced. 

We had no difficulty getting Romeo to agree to be hypnotized with his 
newfound friend. In fact, he was so smitten he probably would have agreed to 
anything to be near Juliet. 

Once inside doctor Bernard's office, Larry Goodman, Mrs. Johnson, and 
myself, all sat on a sofa against one of the far walls, while Romeo and Juliet were 
seated opposite each other in the middle of the room with doctor Bernard off to 
the side and centered between them. None of us knew quite what to expect, least 
of all the formerly ill-fated Alpha and Omega. 
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"Romeo and Juliet, I want you both to relax your minds and your bodies. 
Good. Now picture a peaceful place and a healing light coming directly towards 
you over your..." 

"Omega," said Juliet. 

"Alpha," Romeo replied right away, because for some inexplicable reason they 
had both gone into a trance before doctor Bernard had barely begun his series of 
hypnotic suggestions. Later we would discuss this abnormality and decide that 
because they had been brought together and were both so anxious to resolve the 
trauma of their past lives they had readily fallen into a deep trance. "It really was 
remarkable," doctor Bernard would later remark. "I have never seen a subject go 
into a trance as quickly as the two of them." 

"Omega, I've been waiting for you for so long." 

"Alpha, you look so sick?" 

Already, Romeo and Juliet were both crying, and Mrs. Johnson seated between 
myself and Larry Goodman had to restrain her desire to reach out and comfort her 
distressed daughter. 

"I am sick," Alpha said. "I havea sickness of the soul. A disease that is eating 
away at my spirit. And you are the cause of it, my love. Where have you been? 
Why did you not come?" 

"Alpha, there is something else wrong with you. What is it? Why do you look 
so ill? You're dying, aren't you?" 

"Yes, but now that you're here I feel as if I could live forever." 

"Did you come back to Loveville because you're dying?" 

"I came back to see you one last time before my death, but what took you so 
long to come? Didn't you want to see me? You could have called. I've been 
waiting in this motel room for days. I knew I should never have come back to 
Loveville. I should have stayed in Los Angeles. I hate myself for coming here." 

"No, Alpha, you're wrong. I wanted to come. I tried. I've been hoping to see 
you for fifteen years, and I've been overjoyed ever since you called last week to 
say you were coming back." 


"Then what took you so long, and why do you look so unhappy? Are you 
unhappy because I am dying? Don't be unhappy on account of me. I am content 
now that you are here and I will be eternally so." 

"I am unhappy because I could not come sooner." 

"What stopped you? Were you afraid of our love?" 

"I have only ever been afraid of losing our love." Omega replied. 

"Then what was it that kept you from coming? Was it your spouse that stood in 
the way of our true love?" 

"No, Alpha, it was not my marriage that kept me from coming. Right after you 
called me Friday morning I got in my car. All I could think about was that Alpha, 
my true love, had returned and was in room number six. I was only about a mile 
away from the motel when..." 

At this point Romeo showed overt signs of being deeply agitated. Doctor 
Bernard calmed him down by reminding him that he was viewing the past, which 
subsequently could not hurt him in the present. 

"You were only a mile away from the motel? Why didn't you come? What 
could have been more important that our love for each other?" Alpha asked in 
confusion. 

"I was in an accident." 

"Ah! I knew that something dreadful must have happened, but instead I chose 
to believe that it was through some fault of your own that you didn't come. Oh, 
how could I have been so unfaithful to our love. I let my insecure feelings cloud 
my judgement, for I should have known that you would come if you could. Were 
you hurt?" 

"I was killed." 

Alpha released an agonizing cry and then began to weep uncontrollably. 
"Killed? You were killed?" Alpha asked. 

"The storm from the tornado knocked a tree down across the road. I didn't see 
it in time. I didn't even have time to step on the brake pedal before I was hurled 
through the windshield." 

"Oh, Omega, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. All this time I've been thinking you didn't 
love me when in fact you lost your life while coming for me. My love, my true 
eternal love." 

"How could I not love you, Alpha? I have loved you since the moment we 
met." 

"Forgive me, but what else could I thnk when for days you didn't come? I 
thought you had forgotten the depth of our feelings for each other." 

"How could I ever forget? For the past fifteen years my feelings for you have 
been unparalleled." 

"Will you forgive me?" 

"Forgive you? Forgive me for not being strong enough to crash through that 
tree intact and come to your aid." 

"It's not too late," Alpha said. 

"What do you mean?" 

"You can still help me." 


"How, Alpha? Just tell me what I must do and I will do it." 

"I'm in so much pain. I can't stand it any longer." 

"Where does it hurt?" 

"Every fiber of my being hurts. My whole body exists only in constant agony. 
Pass me those pills?" 

"What are they?" 

"Phenobarbital. I'm going to take them all." 

"Are you sure?" 

"I'm positive, for this time you will be by my side. This time, I will die in your 
arms. Just stay with me until I pass through the threshold. Then I will join you in 
the hereafter, my love, and we will be together for all of eternity. Just promise 
you'll stay with me until the pills put me out of my misery." 

"Oh, Alpha, nothing could keep me from staying by your side from now until 
the end of time." 

In doctor Bernard's office, Romeo had risen to his feet to pass Juliet what we 
presumed to be the pill bottle. He now proceeded to pour a glass of bourbon from 
a bottle that no one but himself and Juliet could see. 

"How long will they take?" Omega asked. 

"Not long," Alpha replied in the midst of what appeared to the four of us to be 
the act of swallowing pills. Even Juliet's throat constricted as Alpha drank from 
the envisioned glass of bourbon. "Hold me, now. Take me into your arms." 

Romeo got into the chair with Juliet and together they were sprawled upon it in 
a manner that made it apparent to me how much they believed they were lying on 
the motel room bed that Alpha had died on fifteen years ago. 

"Oh, Omega, I feel so at peace in your arms. I feel as though at last I am whole. 
I've been dreaming about you for the past few days, but as real as dreams can 
sometimes seem, they were never tantamount to the wonderment I am 
experiencing now in your loving arms." 

Romeo began stroking Juliet's hair. "Alpha." 

"What is it, my cherished one?" 

"Why did you leave Loveville?" 

"I left because you were getting married." 

"Didn't you know then that I loved you." 

"I knew, but I always knew that love is not always enough and therefore I was 
afraid." 

"In our case, I believe, love would have been enough," Omega replied. 
"Together, nothing could have torn us apart. I was planning to go away with you, 
but you left the bar, and Loveville, before I could tell you how I felt." 

"I know. I know it all now. And in your arms I know the joy that an everlasting 
love like ours can bring. I love you, Omega." 

"I love you, Alpha." 

As one of the three witnesses to their joyous reunion in doctor Bernard's office 
I saw them tearfully rejoicing, and I can only assume that Alpha, in the arms of 
Omega, had found peace for the first time. Upon closer observation, it was also 
clear to me then that a young man by the name of Romeo and his Juliet were 


destined to love, again. As Alpha and Omega, they began kissing and fondling 
each other, while Mrs. Johnson sat rigid on the sofa several feet away. Doctor 
Bernard had warned her of the dangers of interrupting a person in a trance, so she 
was forced to restrain her feelings of outrage. Still, it took a threatening look from 
myself and Larry Goodman to keep her seated and silent. 

"We will never let anything keep us apart again," Alpha announced. 

"Never," Omega agreed, and then quite suddenly and unexpectedly to us all 
Juliet's entire body went through a violent spasm before she collapsed into a 
seemingly unconscious state. 

"It's the pills. She thinks she's overdosed. She could go into a coma and die," 
Larry Goodman said, even though he should not have, since it was I who had to 
grab hold of Mrs. Johnson to make her remain on the sofa in her panicked state. 

"Juliet! I want you to wake up, now!" doctor Bernard demanded. 

Juliet opened her eyes upon hearing the voice of doctor Bernard. She was still 
heavily under hypnosis and regretably she remained at the Heart-to-Heart motel 
fifteen years back, but at least Mrs. Johnson, Larry Goodman, and myself, were 
now all able to take a large breath of air that in itself was alleviating. 

"Romeo. Juliet. When I clap my hands I want you both to come back to the 
present time, and when you do you will awake feeling refreshed and remembering 
nothing of your past lives." Right after doctor Bemard clapped his hands together 
abruptly Romeo and Juliet were with us once again. 
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When the session was over we all went our separate ways. Juliet and her 
mother returned home. Larry drove Romeo home and then went home himself. 
Doctor Bernard had another patient to see, while I had a book to finish. Ireturned 
to my apartment and began writing what I believed at the time to be the ending of 
the Alpha and Omega multiple life story. What myself, doctor Bernard, nor 
anyone else knew at the time was that Romeo and Juliet through that single 
hypnosis session together were now able to remember most of their past lives as 
Alpha and Omega. Apparently doctor Bemard's post hypnotic suggestion to forget 
had not been as strong as their will to remember. Moreover, they not only 
remembered their love for one another, they recalled the forces that had kept them 
apart in their past life. No sooner had I finished writing what I prematurely 
presumed to be the final scene of my story when I got a phone call that would alter 
not only the ending of my proposed book, it would precipitate the search for the 
reincarnated Romeo and Juliet in an entirely new and different realm. It was Larry 
Goodman on the phone. "I just got a call from the Smith's. Their furious. 
Apparently Romeo told them everything that happened in regards to his being 
hypnotised." 

"Well he's not of legal age, but he was certainly a willing subject." 

"That's not the worst of it. He told them that he was in love with Juliet. From 


what I could gather his parents then questioned him about the Johnson's and then 
Romeo's parents told him that he was never to speak with Juliet again." 

"Well, it's probably for the best right now. They're both only fourteen years old. 
They've got their whole future to look forward to. They can spend the rest of their 
lives together if that's what they choose. Right now theyre too young to be 
thinking about romance." 

"Tell that to Romeo if you can find him." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Romeo has run away." 

I was speechless. 

"That's part of the reason the Smith's called me. They were hoping that maybe 
I'd heard from him." 

"Have you?" 

"No, not a word. They even accused me of lying and then they had the police 
here. And I'll tell you the same thing I told the police, I'm hardly going to harbor a 
fourteen year old runaway just because he's lovesick." 

"I'd say it's pretty obvious where he's gone." 

"That's what I told the police, and then I called the Johnson's but they said that 
they haven't seen him since the session. Apparently, though, Juliet has locked 
herself in her room. She too proclaimed to her parents her love for Romeo and as 
you can imagine Mr. and Mrs. Johnson told her that it was out of the question and 
forbade Juliet to ever see Romeo again. Mrs. Johnson told me that her daughter 
was too young to date, but I think we both know her real motive for wanting to 
keep them apart." 

"Do you think Juliet knows where Romeo has gone?" I asked. 

"Well she says she doesn't, but I'm sure she wouldn't admit it if she did know 
anything. Mrs. Johnson has taken away her telephone and is keeping a close eye 
on her, so I don't see how Romeo could have made contact with her." 

I learned how wrong Larry's presumption was the following day when I 
received a phone call from an hysterical Mrs. Johnson. "Juliet's gone," she 
screamed into the phone. 

"Gone?" I asked. 

"She's runaway as well. I forbade her to ever see that young man. I want you to 
know, John, that I blame you for bringing that boy into her life. If anything 
happens to my daughter I'm going to hold you entirely respons ible." 

"How do you know she's run away?" 

"She left a note telling us so." 

"What did the note say?" 

"I have it right here. I'll read it to you. Dear Mother and Father, Me and 
Romeo were meant to be together and were not going to let anyone keep us apart 
ever again. Good-bye, your daughter, Juliet. Thanks to you, and your crazy ideas 
about reincarnation, the word again is underlined. I curse myself for ever having 
called you in the first place." 

"You have no idea where they might have gone?" I asked calmly, for I trying 
my best to ignore the fact that she was casting the blame for her daughter's 


disappearance entirely upon me, when the largest portion should have been aimed 
towards herself and her husband. 

"None. Where can two fourteen year old's go with no money? No where, that's 
where. No where, but perhaps into the gutter, or an early grave," she cried. 

"When did you notice her missing?" 

"Not until this morning when she didn't come down for breakfast. I guess she 
left in the middle of the night sometime. Romeo must have thrown pebbles at her 
bedroom window, because I found several on her sill. And then Juliet must have 
crawled out the window and down the lattice." 

"Have you called the police?" 

"Of course we have called the police. My husband is furious at me. I had no 
alternative but to tell him everything that has happened. He thinks I'm crazy for 
having taken her to a hypnotist." 

It would appear that Romeo did indeed stand outside Juliet's bedroom window 
throwing pebbles. Juliet, unable to sleep, had been lying in bed thinking about the 
young boy with the scar on his forehead, whom she loved. At the time she hated 
her parents, for they had threatened to leave Loveville and take her far away if she 
persisted in seeing "that boy." Upon hearing a pebble against her window pane she 
turned on her little night light and looked out the window. There was Romeo 
standing on the front lawn. Her heart skipped. She opened the window and leaned 
outside. She was the first to speak. "What are you doing?" she called down to him. 

"I'm standing outside your window." 

"The police were here looking for you." 

"I love you, Juliet." 

"I love you too, Romeo." 

"I remember everything that happened when you were Alpha and I was 
Omega." 

"Me too, but I knew it was better not to let on." 

"My parents won't let me visit you," Romeo whispered. 

"My parents told me that if I try to see you they'll move me far away," Juliet 
confessed. 

They were both silent for a short while. There was a full moon in the star filled 
sky, which neither one of them took any notice of. "Let's leave Loveville 
together." 

"Oh, Romeo I would, but where will we go?" 

"Anywhere in the world you want. Any place where we can be to gether." 

"But what will we do there?" 

"We'll love each other." 

Until that moment neither one of them had planned on running away. Romeo's 
only intent until then had been to speak with Juliet. The knowledge, though, that 
they had been separated in their past life, and were bound to meet with continued 
resistance in this life caused them to make their rash decision. After writing the 
previously mentioned note, Juliet packed a few articles of clothing and climbed 
out the window. On the ground she said, "Oh, Romeo. I'm afraid. We're so young 
and I don't have much money." 


"I have some saved from cutting Mr. Goodman's grass," he said, and thereafter 
they decided that together they had enough at least to get them out of town. From 
Juliet's house they went directly to the bus depot. Juliet laughed at a recollection 
she had inside the terminal. "This time, you're coming with me," she said. "We'll 
leave Loveville together. Let's not let anything or anyone tear us apart. Let's make 
certain we are together for the rest of our lives." 

In retrospect I can see several reasons for their having run away. They knew 
that they would never gain their parents consent to see each other, and they vividly 
remembered their feelings for each other in their past life. They also recalled the 
painfulness of their separation and the tragedies that had taken place when they 
had tried, right before their respective deaths, to get back together. They were 
determined to never allow it to happen again, for they both knew firsthand that 
there is nothing more painful than being joined and then separated from your 
soul-mate. 

No one knew it at the time of course, but Romeo and Juliet boarded a bus to 
Los Angeles. During the trip Juliet often complained about their not having any 
money. After all, she had been to Los Angeles before and she knew how large and 
formidable a city it could be. 

"Our love is all we need. It will keep us alive," Romeo had often replied in 
response to his girlfriend's misgivings about their immediate future and their 
secular existence, but this time when he said it he sounded less sure of himself. 
Perhaps it was because they were pulling into the downtown Los Angeles bus 
depot at four a.m. and neither one of them had any money left. All they had was 
the realization that in the real world love would not feed their empty stomachs. 
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"Where are we going?" Romeo, whose feet were blistered from having walked 
so far in a pair of poor shoes, asked. 

"I told you it's a surprise," Juliet answered. 

"Well, how much further?" 

"We're almost there." 

"That's what you said two hours ago." 

"Well, I've never walked here before. In my last life I used to take limousines. 
It didn't seem so far." 

"This looks like it's an awfully rich neighborhood," Romeo commented. 

"It is, but isn't it beautiful. [love palm trees and the smell of the ocean. The salt 
air is good for you," Juliet said. "In my last life I used to talk long walks along the 
beach." 

"Speaking of long walks. Is it much further?" Romeo asked. "My feet hurt." 

"No, in fact, we're here." 

"We are?" Romeo asked surprised, for looking straight ahead all he was able to 
see was a very large house hidden behind some trees and a brick wall. "All I see is 


a fancy house behind that big brick wall." It was the house that had once belonged 
to Alpha that Romeo was looking at. Juliet had led them into Malibu. 
"Follow me, I know a way to get in," Juliet said. "We have to go around back." 

"Are you sure it's safe?" Romeo asked as he followed close behind Juliet. 

"No, but do you want to sleep on the street again tonight?" 

"I'm sure glad one of us knows there way around Los Angeles?" 

"T used to live here, remember?" 

"I remember," Romeo replied. 

"You should have come with me to Los Angeles in your last life." 

"You didn't give me a chance." 

"You're right, but let's not reopen old wounds. We're together now and that's all 
that matters." 

"So this is where you used to live?" Romeo asked once they had gained 
entrance to the grounds by climbing the brick wall. 

"Yes," replied Juliet, as she crouched down behind some bushes in the 
backyard. 

"All by yourself?" 

"Yes." 

"It looks lonely." 

"It was." 

"I wonder who owns it now?" 

"With any luck someone who's looking to adopt two teenage runaways," Juliet 
joked. In reality Alpha's parents had inherited the house after Alpha's death and 
had sold it just prior to their own death. Since then the house had gone through 
several owners, and now belonged to a famous film star who was in Europe 
working on a picture when our two young protagonists crawled through a 
basement window. After carefully making sure that no one was home, Juliet led 
Romeo all through the house that had once belonged to her. "This used to be my 
dining room. This was my sitting room. This was the room where my nurse 
stayed. I used to paint in this room." 

"Paint?" 

"I wasn't very good. I just did it for pleasure. This was my library, and across 
the hall is another guest bedroom and another bathroom." 

"Show me where the kitchen is. I'm starving," Romeo said. 

"This way." 

After a meal that would satisfy the appetites of four large men Romeo and 
Juliet went upstairs. "It's very dusty. I don't think anyone's been here in a long 
time. It's been redecorated, but it's mostly the way I left it. The furniture's 
different. And some of the rooms have been painted. I would never have had 
orange walls. Come on, I'll show you the bedroom." 

To remove the dirt from their bodies that had accumulated during their long 
bus trip and the night that they had spent sleeping in a culvert on a quiet section of 
Sunset Boulevard, Romeo had a shower in one of the four bathrooms, while Juliet 
soaked in a large luxurious tub that in her last life had been the source of many 
relaxing moments. Lying in the warm bath water she was flooded by feelings of 


deja vu. She wondered what had happened to her nurse, Gail, and to her agent, 
and publicist, and former friends. She was beginning to fall asleep, so she got out 
of the tub, dried herself off, drained the water, and then rather self-consciously she 
removed the towel she was wearing before getting into bed with Romeo, who was 
already undressed and as well he was already aroused. They were both tired, but 
they were too excited about being in bed together for the first time to sleep. "We 
never made love in our last life," Juliet commented. 

"I remember," Romeo replied. 

"I wanted to, though, from the first moment I saw you." 

"Me too." 

"Have you ever in this life?" 

Romeo shook his head. "No, have you?" 

Juliet giggled. "No, I was planning on staying a virgin until I got married." 

"Planning?" Romeo asked. 

"Well, we're too young to get married." 

"Do you think we should?" 

"Get married? Of course." 

"No, have sex." 

"We need protection." 

"I don't have any." 

"Me neither. It's a man that lives here. Look in his dresser for some condoms," 
Juliet suggested. 

Naked, Romeo got out of bed and opened the top drawer of the dresser. 
"Juliet," he called. 

"What is it?" 

"Come and look at this." 

Inside the drawer were several sexual toys that were amusing to the two young 
teenagers. There was also a box of condoms. "This guys got a drawer full of gay 
magazines." 

Juliet laughed. "Do you know who lives in this house?" 

"No, do you?" 

"There's a picture of him over there," Juliet said, as she pointed towards the 
framed photograph atop of another bureau. It was indeed a picture of the owner, a 
world famous movie star. 

"I noticed a portrait of him downstairs in the living room as well. It's sad that 
he has to live his life in the closet," Romeo remarked. 

"He's led everyone in the world to believe he a ladies man," Juliet replied. 

Shortly after getting back into bed their young bodies seemed insatiable and 
everlasting. Even though they were both inexperienced at the art of love making 
they seemed intent to make up for their not having made love in their last life. 
"Oh, Omega," Juliet had called out during the climax of their passionate 
encounter. 

"It's Romeo, remember." 

"I'm sorry." 

"I don't mind, Alpha." 


"If I had known in my former life that all I had to do was die and be reborn for 
us to be together like this I would have killed myself long before I did," Juliet 
quipped. 

"I'm going downstairs to get something to drink. Do you want anything?" 
Romeo asked. 

"Some of whatever you're having," Juliet said. "Romeo." 

He stopped in the doorway. "What?" 

"Hurry back," Juliet teased, as she threw the sheet offherself to expose her 
pearly white naked body that she displayed seductively on the bed. 

"Romeo." 

"What?" he called from the hallway. 

"I love you." 

"I love you, too." 

On his way to the kitchen Romeo had to pass by the front door, and upon doing 
so he decided a breath of fresh air would be a welcomed thing, for the air in the 
house was in dire need of some circulation, he thought. He opened the front door 
and immediately an alarm sounded throughout the entire house. Before Romeo 
and Juliet had time to put all of their clothes on several armed security guards and 
the Malibu police were reading the two young lovers their rights on the front 
lawn. Juliet shouted obscenities and told them that it was her house, but of course 
they laughed when she explained her reasoning. They were placing handcuffs on 
Juliet when Romeo not yet handcuffed hurled himself at the officer's. "Leave her 
alone. If you touch a hair on her head I'll kill you." 

"Settle down young man. No one's going to hurt anyone." 

"Leave us alone. Let us go. We didn't do anything. We just needed a place to 
stay. And she's telling the truth. This used to be her house. She used to be a great 
film star." 

"Yeah, yeah, and I used to be Charlie Chaplin." 

"And I used to be Groucho Marx," another of the officer's chuckled. 

"And see that guy over there," said another officer, while pointing a finger 
towards one of the security guards, "he used to be Mae West." 
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After Romeo and Juliet were arrested for "breaking and entering" they were 
detained in a juvenile detention center that was overcrowded with young 
criminals. The owner of the Malibu house had been contacted in the south of 
France on the set of his most recent movie. Having been told that nothing was 
stolen, no damage was done to the premises, and that the culprits were two 
runaway children he was not pressing charges. Romeo and Juliet's parents or the 
"furious foursome," as I chose to call them, all flew on the same commercial jet to 
Los Angeles to retrieve their "delinquent children," as they chose to call them. 
Since their arrest Romeo and Juliet had been kept apart in separate sections of the 


detention center. Romeo, in the boys dormitory and, Juliet, in the girls. It was not 
until their parents arrived together at the detention center, albeit in separate cabs, 
when Romeo and Juliet were released and subsequently reunited. They did not 
speak, for the fear that they felt from their parent's presence presided over them 
like some sort of scathing sword. They did manage to sneak a smile at each other, 
while their parents keeping the young lovers a good distance apart simultaneously 
signed their release papers. 

"Oh, Juliet," Mrs. Johnson began the moment her daughter was released into 
her custody. "How could you run away? Do you know how worried we were?" 

"Romeo. Do you have any idea how much money it cost me and your mother 
to fly out here?" 

They were all on their way to the building exit when Juliet pulled away from 
her parents. "Why can't I date Romeo?" 

"You know perfectly well why you can't date him." her mother replied rigidly. 
"Now move along. We've got a plane to catch." 

"No, I don't why. Tell me why, mama? Why can't I see Romeo? Why can't we 
be friends?" Why mamma? Why? Tell me why?" 

"You know why. Now be quiet." 

"I don't know why? Tell me. Tell the whole world, mama. Is it because he's 
black?" 

"Juliet, shut your mouth this instant." 

"It's because he's black, isn't mamma?" 

"That's right. That's right. I won't have my daughter dating a black boy." 

"You're a bigot," Juliet shouted. 

"Juliet, his parents feel the same way," Mrs. Johnson quickly pointed out. 

"Then they're bigots too," Juliet replied scathingly. 

"It's nothing personal, Juliet, but it's true we don't want no white 
daughter-in-law," Romeo's father replied. 

"What difference does the color of our skin make?" Juliet demanded angrily. 

"It makes a difference to me and to your mother," Juliet's father informed the 
grieving young girl, while giving a hateful glance at the Smiths, who glared back 
with just as much animosity. 

"Well, it shouldn't," shouted Juliet hysterically. "It makes no difference to us." 

"You're teenagers. You're too young to know any better," Mrs. Smith said. 

"You all sound like the parents of our previous lives." 

"Juliet, I don't ever want to hear you talk about reincarnation. It's nonsense. I 
made a mistake. I should never have called that man." 

"But it's true. It's all true. You're just like our previous parents. It's prejudiced 
people like you that kept us apart. I wasn't allowed to love Omega because we 
were both men. That's right, mother, we were gay men in our last life. You didn't 
know that, did you. Well, damn our previous parents, and damn you, and damn us 
if necessary, but we will never obey you. We will never succumb to your 
backward and bigoted way of thinking. We will never stop loving each other. 
Damn anyone on this earth who tries to stop us ever again." 

"Juliet, how dare you speak to your mother like that," Juliet's father shouted. 


"How dare the two of you," Juliet retorted boldly and bravely. "We're not 
babies. We're beings whose souls have been alive for a thousand lifetimes, so 
we're old enough to know that you're nothing but racists. Damn you all." They had 
just gotten outside the detention center when Juliet grabbed hold of Romeo's arm. 
"Run, romeo, run." And together they bolted out into the street where they were 
forced to dodge the onslaught of traffic that was coming in both directions. Had 
they moved more quickly, or more slowly, or had they taken a step more to their 
right or to their left, they might have been killed by an oncoming automobile, but 
as it was I believe that a benevolent fate intervened, for together they made it 
safely to the other side. By the time their parents had fully realized, however, that 
the two young teenagers were fleeing it was too late to stop them. They were 
across the street and more than a block away and still running hand in hand. 
Sensing that they were safe from their tyrannical parents, Romeo and Juliet 
stopped several blocks from the detention center, where they waved good-bye to 
their parents before turning and running towards the life that destiny, or their 
higher selves, had decided they were going to spend together. 

Alpha once stated that "reincarnation is the rebirth of the soul in successive 
bodies," so I can't help believing after all Ihave seen that the souls of Alpha and 
Omega, and more recently Romeo and Juliet, will be reborn again and again. That 
they are fated to love each other in many more lifetimes has become obvious to 
me, though sometimes, no doubt, the star-crossed lovers will live tragic ill-fated 
lives, while other times they are bound to live long and prosperous and fulfilling 
lives. Who they will be in their next incarnation I have no way of knowing, so it is 
here where I will end my story with Alpha, in the arms of Omega, and with the 
search for the reincarnated Romeo and Juliet happily resolved. 


